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| had taken refuge in the darkness of the parking lot just outside our parked tour bus. | couldn't stand sitting in 


our front lounge, under their sniggering surveillance. Not anymore - not after what he had done to me - that 


is, Samuli. Our guitarist. And one of the most luminous people | had ever met - but that was sadly crushed 


and blotched with dark, miserable feelings after that night. 


| couldn't tolerate the mere reflection of my face in the mirror anymore. He made me watch his atrocious act 
as he did it. You see, | used to look up to him as a god - like a blond, Norse god out of the Eddas. He played 
those enticing riffs on the guitar, and he was the one marching onto the stage so gracefully, a tall, lanky guy 
with a sculpted body. He was a beautiful match for me.. 


He was the one to introduce me to the band and initiate me in their ways, this April, when our former 
frontman was- Hmmm.. Lets put it that way: somehow he was not available anymore. | was the youngest of 
them all, and | was pretty inexperienced, barely speaking Finnish fluently, looking up to them as if they were 
general commanders or kings, to whom | should declare my obedience. They needed a vocalist NOW. Samuli met 


me and the rest is the history that brought us here... in Wacken 


| must admit that | liked Finntroll even before joining them, being intrigued by their music and concepts they 
dealt with taken straight out of the Scandinavian mythology. | can't disclaim my Swedish descent and perhaps 
that was the major reason for being chosen over other, more talented singers. | also can't deny the pride | 
take when pronouncing my Swedish surname (even if it could be loosely translated like "little moon"; quite 
demeaning, no?), cursing Dra til helvete, instead of the Finnish Perkele, or clinking my beer glass toasting Skál 
Hell yeah! It would be a lie to deny all these - a shameful lie. There were times | had felt oppressed by the 
system, studying Finnish history and literature at school, trying to speak the Finnish language, and putting on 
second priority all that was Swedish-related. Finns have nothing to do with us, culturally speaking, but people 
will judge and condemn me for racist inflections and fascist tendencies, which is not true at alll But they tended 
to get dreadfully intoxicated and act foolishly, not to mention they shouted like barbarians. Not that | didn't act 
exactly the same - but whenever we spoke under the influence, in Finnish, it sounded absurd and loud, and | 


have to admit that | looked down on fellow drunk musicians who were vastly in our company. 


Perhaps | appeared a bit contemptuous and cocky - but | didn't quite mean it; | was shy as well - about 
myself, my delicate looks, my performance, and my role in the band. Being around the guys and playing a live 
concert always felt like a test. It was a bit unnerving when they smirked and glanced at me lopsidedly sharing 
that silent communication among them... | believed they resented me and it only made me more introverted and 


consequently more snobbish. 


Samuli was the toughest judge of all. He always had that sarcastic, salty expression on his face. He never 
looked satisfied, as if he was putting up with me and my naiveté and he kept that serious and scowling look, 
furtive with expressing any sort of approval, which | found rather intimidating. And yet, his eyes were skinning 
me alive, like the X-rays at the airport, whenever | was marching on stage or growling passionately on the 
microphone - and their laser-beams didn't reveal only resentment. | sensed an underlying appeal flaring up his 
green irises, rendering them susceptible to implosion. What I'm trying to say is that | thought that he liked me! 


And me, being constantly attracted to difficult gains and tough games, | fell for him eventually - my interest 


pure with admiration and respect, in the beginning... 


But as time passed, and we got to know each other better in the studio and rehearsals, the interest | nurtured 
for him was implemented with hues of attraction, shameful infatuation, and humiliating adherence. | was 
attached to his hip, hanging out with him like his little, naive brother trying to play it cool and gloating with the 


acknowledgement | earned. 


His words were an order for me and! was far too compliant, willing to adapt to his likings, willing to accept his 
views, following his instructions, doing things his way, literally suppressing my personality and creative forces | 
may have had in order to earn a lukewarm compliment. It was pathetic, alright, but | knew no other way. | 
needed my position as the frontman of Finntroll pretty much like | needed air and food to sustain me. | was 


desperate for their approval, to the point of self-humiliation. 


The guys were silently teasing me, even mocking me. | had caught their furtive mocking glimpses and their 
sneers, but it was rendered clear to me only when Samuli had that ..stripping-down-to-the-bone talk with me 
about my presumed role in the band, when | had thoughtlessly taken some initiative about the band's plans, 
apparently giving away too much information to a random interviewer.. And | was forced back into my ‘place’ 
when he shoved his erect dick into my mouth, making me suck him as a lesson to realize my true status and 


role within the band. 


" You are the new one.. There is some hierarchy in the band - and so far you are still the one who serves, 
not the one who decides.. Am | clear, Mathias?" he had told me. "At least you are beautiful." he had added as 


though it would make things easier. 


But yes, not sounding conceited or vain, | do think that I'm quite good-looking. I've seen how the girls giggle and 
blush all around me, when I'm close, touching my waist-long, satin brown hair, and hugging my almost always 
half-naked torso for a picture, and screaming my stage-name - Vreth | didn't quite know how to deal with 
that overflow of enthusiasm and fangirling behavior, but with time, as | gained more attention as a 
representative of the band - |, the new and redundant guy, who just screeched in Swedish on the microphone 


and looked pretty - my spirits were uplifted, while the others appeared to be bothered. 


Well, not for long.. Damn my looks. 


| could still taste his cum in my mouth, sour with cigarettes. Every time | dared to address him, or anyone 
related to the band, every time | laughed with a joke or answered a question to a journalist, on behalf of the 
band, | thought that | was regarded as his plaything. And what was even more belittling was that | had gotten 
hard when he did that thing to me - | had sported a huge tent in my pants the moment he was spilling into 
my mouth, contradicting my pleas of refusal and cries of disgust. 


He had witnessed my humiliation in its full extent in that simple, reflexive reaction and only sneered at my .. 


condition: 


" You're gay, damn? | should have guessed, with that pretty girly face.. You liked it all the way, You bitch, and 
you played it tough! Fuck you!" he had spat on my face before he collected his pants and tucked his deflating 
dick inside. Then he walked away. 


Was | gay? Fuck! I'd never thought so, but he made me doubt myself. | had always enjoyed my share of girls. 
And | had had quite a boastful sexual record. But this..? What the fuck was | anymore - apart from a lame, 


mediocre musician? 


A sly voice whispered in my mind: .. You're pretty, oh, so very pretty and cute, and the bands fame has taken 
off so high affer you took off your shirt, sensually swung your angelic auburn hair, and smiled pretty to your 
audience.. Youre a beautiful puppet, who holds the reins of your band, and, be patient.. din tid kommer snart! But 


till then, you'd better keep a low profile.. Next thing, that voice was sniggering with glee in my ear, and | wanted 
to burst into tears. 


| guess this answered why | was still in the band and not kicked out, after that sad encounter. 


Why hadn't he dismissed me - and mostly, why would | tolerate this? 


My brain hurt from overanalyzing the facts. It nearly drove me crazy, feeling everybody's watchful eyes on 


my back, so | went after my solitude, in the dark, whenever possible.. Away from the gang who would tease 


me with the first opportunity - that's what | thought. 


So, we were in Germany, playing at Wacken. It was one of my first major appearances in front of such a big, 
heterogeneous crowd with Finntroll, still being the new guy who had replaced Katla.. Fuck. | didn't dare express 
my nervousness of course - it would be too gay, right? Especially after Samuli fucking some sense straight 
into my mouth.. We arrived pretty early for the three-day festival considering that we were scheduled on the 
last day. But, the heck with that - | was silently happy that | could at least enjoy my favorite Scorpions and 
MSG on the first night and could find some time to relax and check a few good heavy metal shows. That year 
had big names on the list; Motorhead and Celtic Frost were playing, among others, not to mention Nevermore, 
Carnivore, and Morbid Angel.. After all, | was a huge metal fan - mostly a fan, in my tender twenty-four 


years of age, rather than a professional musician.. 


The guys were always in a partying and drinking mood, so they decided to spend a significant amount of time 
at the drinking places of the venue and later join some karaoke shit when they would have been completely 
wasted, at three o'clock in the morning. | preferred to see the live shows and brood alone, over a lukewarm 


cup of German beer, and smoke a few fags in my sweet, precious solitude. No one could judge or mock me 


therel 


The night was chill due to a typical summer downpour - after all, Wacken is all about Rain or Shine, right? | 
guess, that was a "Rain" night, which left small pools of muddy water here and there all over the driveway 
and the camping place. | had to look hard for somewhere to sit my ass on, so as not to get wet or dirty. | 


didn't enjoy minor inconveniences, such as a clinging, dirty pair of jeans or a damp bum - alright, yeah, maybe | 


am a bit squeamish and grumpy, go fuck yourself now! | had been lucky to find a covered opening with some 
protective, fence-like construction that looked strong enough to hold my weight and sheltered enough to 
protect me in case of another unfortunate downpour. | pulled my hoodie tighter and savored my beer and 
smoke, too preoccupied with sad and agonizing thoughts about my bandmates and my role in the band, my 
identity, and my unraveling, controversial sexuality. The faint buzz of the karaoke party wafted to my ears, 
along with some drunken yelps that tried to imitate some poser singer of the 80s (which all metalheads of our 
age secretly adore..). | just smirked but didn't pay much attention to the noise nor the lame view on the other 
band buses, parked neatly in an array all in front of me. Maybe | was not that alone after all, but it didn't feel 
that crowded, either. 


After sacrificing a few observatory glances, | discovered that we were arranged according to our country of 
origin, which meant that hopefully, | was loitering at the Scandinavian section. Amon Amarth played that year, 
so | could catch up on some Swedish.. My eyes drifted on a sizable Finnish flag posted on the windshield of a 
black, luxurious bus that hosted and suffered some questionable activity inside, judging from the muffled, 
distorted sounds and the weird strobe lights emitting from inside of it. | scoffed with distaste. "Drunks’, | said 
to myself with a hint of contempt and it didn't take long, before my allegation was confirmed: the door slid 
open and a certain petite blonde was spewed out clumsily, landing straight into the mud at the foot of the 


door. 


" Perkele! Vittu perkelel", along with a long chain of Finnish curses, came out of his foul mouth and despite my 
distaste for him, | couldn't help feeling sorry for the poor guy. 


He was drenched in water, grimy like a pig, and his extremely loose and baggy cargo pants were disgustingly 
soiled with mud, not to mention the blotches of mud all over his bare chest, face and fine blondish hair. Yeah, 
that was Alexi Laiho, the frontman of Children of Bodom - the Finnish clowns who out-drank the whole venue. 
He must have been completely wasted and didn't mind his step (gosh, this reminded me of the dumb 
announcements in the public transportation, every time the doors opened, which apparently he never paid 


attention to). What a pathetic fool - and people went nuts for him! Umphfl 


He staggered and flailed his arms helplessly, in hope of finding something firm to grasp at and stand up, but so 
far, he had been unlucky and he kept on slipping into the mud, cursing incessantly, deteriorating his image to a 
nearly .military camouflage, while | was watching him silently, like a comedy unraveling, waiting eagerly for 

what happens next. Perhaps | was a bit heartless, however, when | satiated my curiosity and had enough fun, | 


gave in to my more humane feelings; | stood up, walked out of my shadows and gripped his arm, in order to 


save him. | pulled him out of the pit he was trapped in and dragged him to the side, on firmer ground. | kept 
my distance, because he was so dirty already and | didn't want to soil myself along with him. 


" There you gol" | told him ..compassionately and he hung his body from the strong, yet thin arm | was 
offering him, like a life-board. 


He tried to stand upright, but he was so drunk that he failed, and stepped on his oversized pants instead, 
which were pulled down to his knees abruptly, by the force and the extra weight of the mud, leaving him 
completely naked! He was wearing nothing underneath, but his remarkable dick that was dangling loose and 


flaccid, and probably tired of its owner's stupidity. | had to avert my scrutinizing gawk discreetly. 


" Perkelell", Alexi Laiho shouted at himself and with his other hand, he pulled up his pants and covered his 


nakedness. 


| thought to myself "Javla faen" instead - but that was me. | sneered, happy for not sharing anything with him 
- except vaguely for the looks: light brown almost blond hair, wide forehead, blue eyes - but he went on 


politely and calmer now: 


" Thanks, dude.. | thought the mud would suck me in completely!" 


" Well, yeah... Obviously’, | said contemptuously. | didn’t try to hide my feelings for him, but then he didn't 


seem to be offended, which made me curious. 


" You know, | would be dead if you weren't there to save me! Thank you so much!" he slurred and | laughed at 


his pompous words - as if | had done something extraordinary for him! 


In fact, | had been rather mean to him. | watched him humiliate and risk his life, before | had finally intervened, 
‘saving him' as he believed. | suppose this made me a bad person, rather than a savior. But he was so wasted 
that he didn't notice and | relished in being paid his respects, especially those days that | had my self-esteem 
thrown lower than low, as | have already mentioned. His submissive tone was a pleasure | was not offered that 


often. 


Quite the opposite. 


Samuli's hard dick ravaging my mouth popped up in my mind, making me shiver and blush - but thanks to 
Laiho's degree of stupor, he didn't notice. 


= a 
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Or did he? He was gaping at me, silently assessing me, assimilating my appearance, or simply waiting for my 
response with huge, sheepish blue eyes, gazing with bleary naiveté, like a drowsy baby, or a drug-addict on his 
high, jaw dropped low. Cut me some slack, dude, and stop ogling at me like | am God! Jeez.. Not that | didn't like it. 


" Do | know you?" he mumbled a question and | shrugged in ignorance. 


" Who knows.. Perhaps we've crossed paths in a supermarket somewhere in Finland..." 


" | think | know you.. By the way, | am Alexi Laiho from Children of Bodom." he said as if on autopilot and | 
mentally added “and you are watching Metal injection!"-metal horns, sticking out the tongue, mean stare-yeah | 


only sneered and said: 


" | know who you are." 


" Oh, shit..." 


" Well, | guess that's the price for playing all over the Globe and being in the media... Finland's rock star!" 


" And now you'll think that Alexi Laiho is a dumb pig, who was about to get killed in a fucking pool of mud, like 
a retard - fuck dude!" 


" | am discreet." | said but found his reaction amusing. Definitely, he was blushing under the splashes of mud 
on his face. His eyes were downcast, and he wiped some of the dirt on his face with his hand on his pants, 


which made him look more approachable, a plain human and not a haughty rock star. 


Well, he wasn't an intimidating guy - his size wouldn't allow him such luxury! But | don't think that it was solely 
because of his not-so gratifying looks - | think that he was genuinely modest and shy - and loud! What a 


contradiction. 


He searched his pockets for a cigarette and produced a crumpled packet of Lucky Strikes. He was lacking a 
lighter though, which | perceived immediately and offered him mine, without asking, just in time when he 


needed it. He was impressed. 


" Thanks, dude!" he enthused over my gesture and sucked in the smoke with delight. Would he suck dick the 
way he sucked that fag, | wondered guiltily, permanently obsessed with my own agonies, but didn't dare to 
express it; in fact, | banished every such thought from my mind, in case it poured out of me like music from 
the stereo and then | would appear to be the retard, and not little, pig-Laiho. | didn't want him to think that | 


was a loser. "You didn't tell me who you are..” he recalled suddenly and | blushed. 


"Im Mathias Lillmans, from Finntroll..." 


" Finntroll, from Finland, huh? ..l've heard of you guys... Folk black stuff på svenska!" 


" Well, yes..." | grinned a bit awkwardly and scratched my nose, to conceal my nervousness. | should have 
already been angry with him, for his words could possibly have a mocking undertone. Yet, no; he was just being 


drunk and spontaneous... 


" And what do you do in the band?" he asked the ‘red-flag' question and | hesitated - sucking dick was the first 
thing that came to mind, but couldn't apparently say so! 


" | sing. Or, more precisely - | growl", | answered and he nodded understandingly, without further comment. 
Perhaps he realized that | was their new singer, who sucked (dick) anyway and didn't want to express fake 
appreciation. Polite, little pig-Laiho. 


Without asking for my permission, little pig-Laiho squirmed next to me, making himself uncomfortably 
comfortable on my makeshift bench. | looked at him questioningly but he granted me one of his charming 


smiles, so | didn't protest about the invasion of my privacy. 


" Are you going to change your clothes? You're wet all over.. You'll catch a cold.." | suggested, in my attempt 
to drive him away - but in all honesty, | was becoming worried about him. Somehow he had gained me; made 


me like him. And it was getting cold. 


" Naahh... | wanna smoke that cigarette in peace.." he said, blowing small circles of smoke. He was gazing at 
them spreading out and becoming big rings, before disintegrating in the air. "You don't mind if | sit here for a 
while, do you?" he asked gently and | couldn't refuse. | couldn't say no. Just watched his mouth puckering into a 
little ring to blow out the smoke, mesmerized with the spectacle.. 


" No, its a public space anyway." | said and he looked around us as if to confirm my word. 


" Well, | suppose we can share our privacy!" he said and grinned at me childishly, but | could detect his 


nervousness. 


We smoked our cigarettes in awkward silence. | rubbed my chin, he tucked a stray lock of his hair behind his 
ear, | stretched my long legs in front of me, he wiped more mud on his already dirty pants, | teased the ring 
on my nostril and he jiggled his bracelets as if noticing them for the first time! We glanced at each other 
furtively, but then he caught my stare and grinned at me pretty again, which earned him my reciprocal smile. 
Not a smirk, nor a sneer. An honest smile, because he was so humble and sweet. Shit! 


" Would you like a beer?" | offered him, just to say something and break the ice, but he declined. 


" Oh, no, dude... I'm fucked up... | think I'll throw up!" 


" Well, don't do it here!" 


" Relax.. It was just a joke.. | am fine.." he said, but | looked at him doubtfully. We were sitting pretty close 
now; | could easily visualize the trajectory of his vomit, catching me on my right thigh. | moved my leg 


di screetly. 


" So, what's up?" | asked him, seeing him tilting precariously forward, due to his drowsiness. 


" Huh? Wacken, dude! Best place ever! That's fucking cool, you know...” 


" Well, you don't seem to be that cheerful.” 


" Naahh... I'm ok." he said, but | could discern some shadow obscuring his stare. A fleeting memory or an 


angsty thought made his eyes look sad when he was not looking at me. He grinned and played it cool, but he 


was struggling with something. It was obvious. "And you? You seem pretty pissed off, I'd say.." and peered into 


my face. 


He was too insightful for a drunk. 


" Just tired", | said and shut my mouth with my burning cigarette. 


| wouldn't open up my heart to this... this.. - this thing! Laiho as a counselor? Better off dead! Let alone that 
his fucking whatever eyes unnerved me - so blue and green and gray at the same time. As if taken out of 


Monnet's Water Lilies pallet, or Sarensen's Norwegian Seashores! So gay... 


"| know... Too many things to do, in such a short time.. Too much to drink, too much to f-" and he stopped 
abruptly, slapping his other palm, not the one holding the cigarette, over his mouth. 


" Too much to fuck up, huh?" | continued for him and he blushed. 


| didn't ever think that this beautiful shit hole for a mouth belonged to a prudish guy, so it was bizarre that 
he was shy to say the f-word. He must have done something really embarrassing, it seemed... | wanted to 
laugh, perhaps tease him out of his shameful dead-end - but Samuli's hard dick fucking my mouth, under his 
ice-cold scrutiny popped back up in my mind and | stopped in my tracks. 


| noticed that Laiho was shivering, trying to cover his naked torso with his scrawny arms, to warm up. He was 
too thin and too wet for that, though, so my parental instincts kicked in once again Better these, than the 


shocking memories. 


" Why don't you go back to your bus and change your clothes? You're shivering, man." | advised him, but my 


words made his eyes open up wide. 


" No! | don't wanna go back in there!" he almost screamed appalled, as if | was asking him something 


horrendous! 


So, there must have been some friction within the band and he wanted to avoid his crew. That made sense, 
explaining his darting straight into the mud pit. Furious little man, paid no attention to the gap and -splash! The 
chattering of his teeth caught my attention. He was bent on freezing to death. | don't know what stupid 


protective feeling overwhelmed me, to say: 


" You can't stay like this! Come here, let's go to my bus! I'll give you a towel to dry yourself and some clothes 


before you get pneumonia 


It was lame and deplorable, but for some reason, Laiho didn't laugh at my face, as | deserved but found my 
idea reasonable. He stood up on his feet, ready to follow me into my bus. Damn. What should | do with him? 
Imagine, | wanted to get rid of him in the beginning. Now, not only would | give him my clothes, but | would 
even put him in my bed if he was too scared to go back to the monsters in his bus! Well done Vreth! 


| hoped that my bandmates hadn't returned from the karaoke party yet. Pressing the open button of the door, 


no sound or light came out, and | gave a sigh of relief. We were alone. 


" Wow, you've got a rice bus.." he gaped naively. 


" Its just a bus, man.. Nothing special to it.." | rooted out a towel from my bag, dampened it with some water, 


and passed it to him. "Here. Take this to clean yourself of the mud’, | told him and he obeyed like a good boy. 


While he was scrubbing his face, torso, and arms, | was searching for a fresh pair of sweatpants and a long- 


sleeved shirt to lend him. | found the two items and offered them to him triumphantly. Then | pinched the 


soiled towel from his hand and cast it into the laundry bin, a bit disgusted. The mud looked like smeared shit. | 
hoped it wouldn't become a reason for further mockery by my bandmates if they discovered it among our 


dirty clothes. 


Alexi took off his dirty pants, staying completely naked in front of me for the second time that night. He didn't 
even flinch, as if he was absolutely confident about his looks, and | couldn't help staring pryingly at the offered 
sight. 


He was nice. Quite attractive, actually, despite his small size. Well, he was not small, in that sense (not that | 
had any knowledge of his assets in action). He was just a short, thin, effeminate guy, but his chest was quite 
lean and chiseled, well-proportioned and he was clean-shaven. His pale baby skin was glowing smooth and slick, 
like a marble statue. He granted me a seductive smile, as he caught me staring and extended his hand to me, 
to hold him steady to put on the borrowed pants. Holy shit- | complied! | caught him firmly by the arm and 
helped him get dressed in MY clothes. What a spectacle we would be if someone invaded my tour bus at that 
exact moment.. Completely gay. It would definitely earn me Samulis doubt and his thick dick up my ass this 
time.. And be thankful to him.. 


He was ready before | realized it, but the image of his naked body was imprinted in my mind permanently. My 
heart was beating fast and | was feeling the throbbing sensation of the very first stages of arousal, which | 
urgently needed to repress! Hell, no! Not now! | averted my eyes and picked up a couple of beers from the 
mini-fridge, focusing on every petty detail, such as the lack of fizzy water and a half-eaten sandwich, 
disgustingly chomped-off and smattered with mayo, one of our crew members had abandoned in there, before 


probing him towards the exit. 


" Lets have a beer and a smoke. It's too suffocating in here", | proposed and he followed me, engulfed in my 
loose black sweatpants and matching NIKE hoodie. His pale face stood out in the blackness that enshrouded him. 


| didn't want to leave any evidence, so | collected his discarded dirty cargo pants from the floor and stuffed it 
in a random plastic bag. He grabbed it along with the beer | gave him and together we walked out, to the place 


we were sitting earlier. 


" You know, I'm obliged to you, dude.. | would certainly freeze to death if I'd stayed like that.. | can be so 


stubborn, sometimes." he admitted looking deeply into my eyes with a promising smile. 


" Oh, don't... Its OK.. It would be a pity if you got sick or dead and missed the festival.. Your friends would 


mourn you-", | said foolishly, but he cut me short with downcast eyes and a scowling, remorseful expression: 


" No, | don't think they would care..” 


" Don't be stupid! You are their leader, their friend-" 


"Im nothing - just a piece of shit they have to put up with because | play the guitar and growl at the mic. 
They're better off without me.." he said without even looking at me, genuinely sad. 


| could discern a faint rush of pink, tinting his pale cheeks. Was he upset? | was curious - what was making 
him talk so bitterly about his friends? As far as | was informed, Children of Bodom was a tight-knit band, 
based on long-time friendships. 


" Hey, Laiho! Cut the bullshit! You know that's not true! And, trust me, there's always deeper shit where you 
can dive intol" | raised my voice and poked at his shoulder, bringing in mind my session with Samuli - only now, 
seeing another person so defeated for no obvious reason, | was kind of enraged with my guitarist and not 
depressed, as usual. | had somehow thrived on Alexi's pessimism, gained strength. | could become his pillar to 
lean on, someone to boost him, someone useful and not the pathetic fool | tended to be that asked desperately 


for acknowledgement and attention. 


He looked up deep into my eyes, evaluating my statement. He was wasted, but for some reason, he didn't act 
so. He had suddenly sobered up. Perhaps, he preferred to hide behind the drunken behavior, in order to avoid 
confronting his depressive reality and his responsibilities. I's easier to play the drunk fool. But now that he had 


no reason to hide, he was being honest and focused. 


" Are you having troubles, too?" he asked innocently. 


" Of course! Why do you think I-" | wanted to say, why do you think Im hiding here in the shadows all alone, but | 


guess then | would have to explain my reasons to him, which was not so gratifying. 


" With any particular person?" he pressed on 


What the fuck - did he read my mind? Or, had Samuli told the media, exposing me irreparably to everyone? 


" Could say so.." | answered, though, feigning nonchalance. 


" He is a fool and ..and an arrogant prick!" 


" Stop it! How could you possibly say..?" 


" But its true, isn’t it? They make you feel like shit, like you're worth nothing, like you're a disgusting freak, 
and everything is your fault, don't they?" he suddenly became Freud and tried to elicit my issues and analyze 
them. | was scared and flattered at the same time, which was rather clashing. But he seemed like a guy who 


could potentially care about me.. 


And he was cute. 


And | needed to be in someone's center of attention, for real. 


" How could you possibly know..", | huffed. 


" | don't know shit, dude! But it's obvious! | mean.. You seem like you are super, super sad, and.. You know..” he 
said with bleary eyes, motioning emphatically with his hands. "..You know... You're sitting all alone.. Not having 


fun.. Grumpy and-" 


" Shut up! You don't seem like you're having fun, either! You literally jumped into the shithole, man!" | rebuffed 


him and his shoulders slumped low again, his face turning glum. 


| didn't want to embarrass him with my defensive reaction, yet that's what | had achieved. He was nicer when 
he was smiling. He had such a heartwarming smile. Damn, | was observing him as if he was a pretty chick | 


wanted to fuck! 


" You're right.. | wasn't happy.. It's.. Naahh.. It's... IHs lame..” 


" You can tell me. I've no one to spit it out, as you correctly pointed out." 


" Didn't mean to insult you, dude... | just.. | was concerned about you, OK? Why should you be feeling so lonely 
and.. Shit", he mumbled, indecisive of what he should say that sounded more appropriate, less prying and we 
ended up staring at each other and sipping our beer, holding our tongues. 


There was this strange tension between us, which was neither friendly nor hostile. It was something different, 
something | had never experienced before. His pupils were dilated as he was exploring my face with his black- 
rimmed, penetrating eyes, which was probably justified because of the darkness and the ..drunkness - yet | 
wanted to attribute it to something more flattering for me; | wanted to believe that he liked me, that he liked 
what he was staring at, at the moment, that he found me attractive, just like | found him attractive! 


" You're concerned about me? You barely know mel!" | blurted, though, shocked by my peculiar feelings. 


" „| guess you're right again.. That was stupid of me.." and he tossed his hair back, nervously. "Sorry for being 
too nosy", he blushed again and shied away, crouching in the place we were sitting, getting swallowed by my 


larger clothes. 


Perhaps | was a bit harsh on him. He didn't seem to be the criticizing type, yet | was pushing and bashing him 
as if he was the biggest gossiper I'd ever talked to! He was being friendly and humble, and | was just being a 
jerk 


" But you guessed right.. | was.." | tried to make amends and swallowed hard. "I was humiliated, let's put it that 
way. I'm the new guy and | have no rights in the band. Yet", | added, disappointed. 


" Dude? What? What does that even mean?" 


"It means that | am just an attractive veneer, luring fans in.. But | obey my masters! Master!" | punned with 


Metallica's renowned song, trying to sound chill and cool | suppose and he did the metal horns for emphasis. 


Why was he being so nice to me? Suddenly, | felt like hugging him and pulling him closer to me. 


" However, | must tell you that you're not just a veneer. That can't be true.." he said. 


" How do you know?" 


" It would be stupid to have a useless member in a band, getting paid for doing nothing, y' know... It's not 
always practical. OK, you are good-looking, but you're not Justin Timberlake or Tom Cruise, you know... You 
gotta have something more than hot looks in that genre, you know.." he started blabbering, blurting out his 
"you-know's like pop-corn, and he amused me. "But, don't get me wrong.. | didn't mean that you look like shit, 
either. You are good-looking.. Honestly", he said and stared at me intensely. "You are very beautiful", and tucked 


a lock of my hair behind my ear. 


My heart beat fast, by the unexpected move. 


" „He forced me to do some really dirty shit." | confessed in a whisper, looking down. 


" It's OK.. People can be assholes... It won't be humiliating if you stop seeing it that way." he continued playing 
with my hair. 


" The most humiliating part was that | wanted it." 


" Oh.." it dawned on him. "It's... Hs OK. Don't feel sorry about it Doesn't mean shit.. And if it means, it's good 


for you to know...” 


He was so supportive and good-willed, that | got emotional. So approving and accepting... | regretted all my 
derogatory thoughts about him. | couldn't restrain my humiliating tears; they overflowed my water line and 
then | was silently crying, trying to smother my sniffles of pain and relief. 


Little pig, but wise and insightful, Laiho noticed my vulnerable state and came closer to me. He put his thin 
arm around my shoulders and pulled me into a hug. | could smell the stale scent of his deodorant, mixed with 


some familiar men's cologne. | looked up into his eyes, took in his beautiful face, his delicate lips, half open, 


revealing his front teeth, a little spot on the bridge of his nose, and those fucking, obnoxious eyes - and for 


one moment, all | wanted was to kiss him! 


We heard some voices approaching and Alexi looked in their direction, without letting me out of his embrace. 


" Crap!" he muttered under his breath and with a sudden jolt, he straddled me, startling me. "Please, pretend 
that you are kissing me and hide me!" he begged me but didn't give me the time to decipher and respond to 
his plea. 


He placed his smooth lips onto mine and probed them languorously, in a soft brush that could be interpreted 
as a kiss, if seen from afar. Instinctively, | parted my lips to let him in and he got my hint, after a few 
seconds’ hesitation We heard the voices calling his name coming closer, only to make him nuzzle further into 
my face and push his tongue into my mouth. And | think that's when our fake kiss took a more intimate twist. 
| tucked him in my arms, relishing his fine mouth, covering him completely from his fellow band members who 


were apparently searching for him. 


" Allu! Allu! Perkele..." 


That was their bassist's voice, calling him, walking past us with their drummer. | guess they took us for a 
horny couple ready to fuck and didn't bother to interrupt us. | don't think that they recognized him - | don't 


think that it even crossed their minds that the person on top of me was a guy. 


He felt like a delicate fairy or a sparrow. So thin, so light, so fragile. If | concentrated, | could possibly count his 
ribs and outline his shoulder blades with my thumbs on his back. | secured him on my lap with my arms, 
which was very easy, holding him tighter, kissing him more passionately, and asking for more. | wanted to 
savor more of him. He felt unexpectedly soft and velvety. His kiss was mesmerizing, his mouth submissive, not 


aggressive, as one would likely expect from a man It was like kissing a girl. 


| lost track of time, drowning in that kiss, fondling his precious little body in my arms. 


| guess my inevitable boner brought us both out of the trance. He felt my erection poking at his bum 
persistently, from beneath and he pulled away. | noticed tears streaming down from his beautiful eyes, that 


were not there before. | was baffled 


As suddenly as he had straddled me, he dismounted me, with shock and shame flaring up his cheeks. 


" l'm sorry.." he said and rushed away from me, leaving me staring, mouth aghast, legs open ajar with a huge 
tent in my pants that demanded urgent intervention and the plastic bag with his soiled cargo pants on my side. 


The darkness had consumed him before | could react and go after him. Fuck! 


--3-- 
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Ok, | needed to find a place to rub one out. Urgently. | was painfully hard, probably leaking and sticky, a walking 
mess. My legs felt wobbly when | attempted to stand up from where | was sitting, and walking was a bit 
uncomfortable, because of the stiff bulge between my thighs. Damn. | could still taste him on my lips, smokey 
and sweet, such an unexpectedly welcome sensation, and the bulge between my thighs twitched and grew 
stiffer. | couldn't make it to my bus like that - it was parked too far away, waddling in that delicate state and 
still passing for normal. | glanced around me - no one there, only trees and bushes behind me and the neat 
array of buses across me. | turned my back to the buses, facing towards the bushes, and blended into the 
darkness. Then | opened the fly of my pants and welcomed my boner in my hand. 


It took me ridiculously little time to complete the procedure - but the effect was purifying as if | had never 
experienced sexual relief before in my life. The mere memory of Alexi's elusive presence on my lap was mind- 
blowing. | stifled my groan, in case a lurking perv or, | don't know, a ghost was loitering nearby and wiped my 
cum-spattered fingers onto Alexi's already dirty pants in the plastic bag. OK, | would wash them before handing 
them back to him (and venturing meeting him anew). That would be the polite thing to do.. 


Relieved and refreshed dare | say, | took a deep breath of the chilly air and slouched in my seating ‘refuge’, 
making myself comfortable. Lit another cigarette and tried to put together the chaos in my brain 


Out of the blue, | made out with Alexi Laiho, the so-called guitar genius from Children of Bodom. Whom | 


previously despised. 


And now | liked. | liked kissing him. 


Another guy, after Samuli. He wasn't that manly, though, was he? | mean, one could easily mistake him for a 


girl without seeing him naked. Which | accidentally did, so.. No excuse for me. 


And | was already experiencing the shitty enthusiasm of something like being ‘in-love'. | thought I'd vomit with 
my completely deplorable feelings. Yet, there they were, real and undeniable, tying a knot in my stomach, 


causing my heart to race. 


| was thinking of him all the time, and his memory brought shivers down my spine. 


However, it seemed that he regretted our interaction He didn't mean it; all he wanted was to hide from his 
bandmates, not to take it up in the ass. What was | even thinking when | was opening up my mouth for him? 
Shit.. | scared him and | gave him valid reasons to slur and mock me all over the metal community.. My crew 
would find out and laugh at me, or pimp me, like the band's whore. How despicable... | was a lost cause, now | 
could just stop hoping to get anyone's respect. Drunken, controversial, little, pig-Laiho, was smart enough, to 
avoid such slandering and beat a hasty retreat. | thought he was a lousy clown, but he proved himself to be a 


quick-witted being.. 


„For whom, | was feeling the first pangs of infatuation. 


Ashamed and somehow divested of my dignity, | made my way to our bus. Sleep it off - and perhaps the 
following day would be another day, and everything would return to normal again, | would be nurturing that 
toxic admiration for Samuli and Alexi Laiho would have never happened! 


The first thing | did once | was on my bus was to check the festival schedule. Children of Bodom were playing 
tomorrow at 2130, Shit. | should hurry and get his pants washed, first thing in the morning. 


My crew hadn't come back yet, so | brushed my teeth and curled into my bunk, reliving all those clashing 
feelings, thinking things all over again. My head was aching. Better focus on finding a launderette first thing in 
the morning. | must return him his pants - maybe he needed them for the show. Who knows if he had any 
spare clean pants.. apart from the sweatpants | had lent him... 


| woke to the loud din of my bandmates. They were shouting and laughing, their voices a slurred mix of 
enthusiastic vowels and aggressive consonants. They had just come back from last night's partying and hadn't 
slept at all, so they were agitated and drunk and everything was magnified, in their distorted perception. They 
were speaking in Finnish, so | had some difficulty fully comprehending them, but had no doubt when | heard 
them laughing at my laundry. 


' Somebody took a shit in our laundry bin, it seems!" 


"Or a mud bath! Hahaha!" 


" Mathias! Mathias! Det er skit i var tvättkorg*" 


" Matti-Matti! Gar det bra? Sover du?*2" 


" Du måste ha varit valdgt trött för att du förväxlade tvätt för toaletten y2 


They started teasing me in Swedish and | got up from my bunk, to join them in the back lounge. 


" Good morning, sexy! Aw.. Look at that pretty, pretty face!" Samuli said and patted my cheek emphatically. It 


made me nauseous. 


He, however, looked disheveled, eyes red and baggy, obviously worn-out. He was scary when he looked at me 
like that. There was something dark, an ominous glee in his eyes. He bore the same expression when he had 


gone all intimate with me. | shrank from his touch and walked away, trying to dismiss any notion of discomfort. 


" Beautiful Mathias.. Who can resist you, when you sleep and eat so well? Our hot model." he pressed on, 
showing pompous admiration, and our bassist, Sami ‘Tundra’, and drummer, Samu ‘Beast Dominator’, joined his 


mockery. 


" A beauty queen must sleep well during the night, Samuli.. Don't judge from your shitty hygiene. He has a 
difficult job to do, many people to satisfy..", Samu teased and Samuli followed me. 


" You must have been pretty naughty last night, Vreth.. What's all that shit..?" Samuli asked, eyes dark with 


rising desire, as he was ogling me intensely. | felt disconcerted. 


" Well, actually it is mud Messed up with the rain." | explained myself and took the towel and Alexi's pants, 


along with some other clothes, to go have them washed. 


Samuli was doubtful and registered my every single movement. 


" They sti nk!" 


" Well, they are dirty." 


" Smell like cum!" he insisted and everyone burst out laughing. | became agitated but tried to put on a cool 


face. 


" Someone's horny." | retorted his attack with a smirk on my face and honestly felt proud of myself for doing 
so. Alexi's influence on me hadn't waned yet and | was feeling courageous and self-assured to pull through the 


escalating situation. 


" Fuck you, silly boy.." he muttered, gripping me by my arm, and momentarily, | froze in place. 


His evil glower reminded me of what he was capable of. He pinned me on the wall, bringing his face precariously 


close to mine, eyes at the same level as mine. His lips almost brushed my cheek as he spoke: 


" You smell like cum and sex.. Did you get laid last night?" 


: Why do you care?" 


" Well, perhaps | do care.. | don't want my singer to be tired and fuck up our show.. | want you fresh and full 


of energy." he said and sniffed at my cheek dominantly. 


| shivered. The sensation was both borderline arousing and disgusting. 


: Why don't you mind your own business?" | barely voiced. 


" Who told you that | don't? Don't forget that YOU are MY business, and perhaps | should take care of that 


foul mouth of yours.. Put it at its correct use", he said poignantly. 


| closed my eyes, not confident enough to continue rebuffing him. 


" You got nothing to say, sweet pea? Maybe you're eager for that, infe sé?** That blush on your cute face.. 
Is that it, Matti? Suger du mig? *°" he said and inserted his thumb into my mouth. | wish | could bite him, but 
couldn't do so, of course. Instead, he pressed my tongue and smiled contently at me." That's my boy.. So 
obedient, so perfect..." 


" | need to do my laundry.." | said and extracted myself from his grip. 


| strode off the bus, not daring to look back at Samuli. | could feel his victorious eyes stabbing me on my back 


as | marched out with my pride smitten once again 


Damn, | needed some air. | stood for a few moments outside our bus and breathed in deeply. His thumb in my 
mouth felt hot.. Upsetting. And before | could open my eyes and recover from the tumultuous encounter, | 


heard other ugly voices, barbarian, Finnish yells of reprimand. Who was it now? 


| opened my eyes and saw the bassist and the drummer of Children of Bodom, holding and literally dragging 
Alexi Laiho between them by the armpits. He seemed completely surrendered and wasted. He was still wearing 
my clothes that enfolded his petite figure like shrouds, but his face looked blank, pale and bluish, livid from the 
night chill. His eyeliner was absurdly smeared around his dull eyes, giving the impression of a person who was 
high on drugs or deprived of sleep. Or both. They were shouting and scolding him as if he had done something 
outrageous. They reminded me of my parents when | would run off to places | was not allowed to go and they 


would discover me and my mess... 


| gaped at the lame spectacle parading in front of me and caught Alexi's eyes. For an instant, our eyes locked, 
so many unspoken things coming through that furtive glance. Shameful rememberance and immense distress. 
And then, the connection was lost, when his friends pulled him away, not even registering my presence - 


another drunk musician lingering and vomiting outside his bus, nothing special to acknowledge, huh? 


What was wrong with him? Why were they treating him like an escapee? Those questions were bothering me, 


without getting a decent answer. | left my place in search of the aforementioned launderette. 


An hour later, | was sitting in front of a washing machine, watching Alexi's cargo pants dance with my shirt, 
underwear, and towel, in a hectic waltz, either twining with each other in a slippery knot, or detaching and 
swirling separately, only to mingle together violently again, sleeves and legs in a sensual embrace - just like 


human bodies were meant to contort and rub on each other and mingle in the act of sex! 


Damn! | was obsessing with the fucking pig! Either that, or | was horny as hell - those post-puberty 


hormones that spike unexpectedly making men behave like, | don't know, primitives, or animals! 


| didn't quite realize when the washing program and the tumble drying were finished The bleeping noise 
brought me back to reality and | removed my laundry from the dryer. Upon reaching for Alexi's pants, | shyly 
brought them up to my nose and smelled them, the softener's scent. | blushed and tucked the garment along 


with the rest of my items and took off. 


| hurried back to the venue, passed all the identity and security controls and it was almost noon when | was 
back. Wintersun had just finished their set. The first thing to do was to rush to Alexi's tour bus and give him 
back his clothes - and perhaps chat with him a little bit.. | needed to know what had gone so terribly wrong 
and he gave me blue-balls, and if it was just a drunk's stupidity or was he thinking about - shit.. So pathetic. 
Anyway, | scooted to their bus and knocked on their door, praying to avoid any confrontation with the whole 


band and road crew. 


The bus was eerily silent. It took a couple of minutes, before a solemn guy with untamed dark hair appeared at 
the doorstep, wearing nothing but his towel around his hips. He was fairly tall and lanky, his front covered with 
some growth, mostly accumulated in a fury stripe from his chest down to his belly. He seemed annoyed and 
cautious to see me, a stranger and possibly a ..foe, standing at their doorsill. | recognized him as their 


keyboardist. He looked at me puzzled, wondering what | was doing there. 


" Ehm.. Is Alexi there?" | cleared my voice and asked politely. 


" Alexi... Alexi.. Everybody is looking for fucking Alexi.. Yes.. He is", and peered into the darkness behind him, " 
he is.. sleeping | guess. And you might be..2" 


"L am.. huh.. Mathias from Finntroll..." 


" Finntroll?" he gaped at me. "I didn't know you were friends with Allu.." 


"| need to give him.." 


" Well, you can give me. He is not available at the moment-" and glanced back again, at something that was 


obviously bothering him. 


"|. Its not that.. It's his..." 


" Alexi is not feeling so well and he is asleep. Look, we have a live show later and we mustn't upset him. Is it 
something ..personal?" he asked annoyed. 


"It's his pants. He.. | brought him back his pants." there, | blurted it out, even though it might sound a bit .. 


questionable. 


The long-haired guy opened his eyes wide in shock as if | had told him that Alexi had indulged in horrendous 


sexual rituals in public. For a moment he faltered, then blushed and looked down perturbed 


" Here, take them.. They are clean. Tell him that | dropped by and that... l.. Tell him that | washed them, he can 
wear them and.." | hesitated. His eyes were obscured by fury and bitterness. He was listening to my blabbering 
and | felt as if | was asking him permission to date his daughter. 


| realized how ridiculous the scene was and | decided to go. The guy took the bag with Alexi's trousers 


thoughtfully and | waved goodbye to him. 


" OK, tell him to contact me if he wants. | hope he's getting better..." 


" Fine. I'll. He'll be fine. I'll give him the pants, though... He was wearing- oh, forget about that.." he grunted. 


" | know, he was wearing some clothes | lent him. It's OK..", and dismissed any implication that | wanted my 


clothes back. 


He was staring at me for a long while, as | was walking away, troubled with unspoken thoughts. | could perceive 
the enmity and suspicion emanating from him as if | had crossed an invisible barrier. | knew that | was not the 
most amiable person in the Finnish metal community.. But some crazy instinct told me that it was not for that 
reason why he resented me. It had something to do with Alexi, something to do with what | had witnessed last 
night, and me bringing him something so personal, such as his pair of trousers, was far too intimate, exposing 
irreparably the band's name... | was prying too much into their inner issues, it seemed and he got pissed off 
with me for that. Perhaps those said issues had made Alexi go nuts the previous night, making him dart into 
the mud and.. and into my embrace afterwards. But they couldn't possibly know about that twist of the plot, 
could they? 


This was burdening only my conscience. Alexi was fast asleep, good for him. 


| lit a cigarette and headed back to my bus. | needed to take a shower immediately and grab a coffee and 
something to eat. Then fool around and watch Nevermore, Carnivore play live - and then Children of Bodom. 


That was not in my initial plans but somehow had earned its position on my priority list after last night. 


Samuli was reading a magazine in the front galley, munching on a sandwich he had put together. My heart 


skipped a beat. We were alone. 


" Oh, you're back, sweet pea?" he asked in a saccharine tone - but that was perhaps his normal voice, always 


sounding a bit sour and sarcastic. 


" Yeah... Gonna take a shower.." | said and he gave me a meaningful, lopsided glance. 


| faked a grin and banished any negative thoughts from my mind. | took off my clothes and jumped into the 
shower, scalding hot water running down on my hair and naked body, relaxing my muscles, erasing all tension 


and sexual residue... 


And then | felt a cool stream whip at my exposed back, driving away all the steam | had created for a hot, 
sauna-like shower. Someone had opened the door, and as far as | was aware, only Samuli could be that 


someone. 


| felt his hand on my shoulder and | gasped, startled. 


--4_. 
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" Hush, babe.. | won't kill you.. Fuck you, maybe, but definitely not kill you.." he murmured in my ear. | could 
feel the coarse hairs of his beard scratching my cheek, as he was speaking to me. " Don't be scared.. | don't 


want you to be scared... 
" Well, that's not something | can control...” 
" Then don't control anything... Just let me be in control.” 


" Wha-" | started formulating my protest but he sealed my mouth with his own, in a tender way, for his .. 


unrefined manners. 


His approach was far harsher than Alexi's, but he meant no harm to me. | was reluctant to reciprocate and 
kiss him back, so pretty much | let him lead the way and show me his intentions. He dipped his manly tongue 
into my mouth, tasting of cigarettes and coffee and then he started exploring me languorously. He put his hand 
into my wet hair and grabbed the back of my skull with his grip, immobilizing me so that | couldn't escape him. 


My heart stopped beating for a moment; | was terrified and thrilled at the same time. He continued kissing me 
roughly, pressing his thin lips onto mine hastily as if he was trying to be quick for fear someone stepped in 
and caught us red-handed, indulging in such unspeakable, unmanly acts. His strong bravado was battered by a 


sense of guilt, rendering him vulnerable during this moment of absolute exposure. 


Hesitantly, | kissed him back, my mouth numb and dry, the recipient of his lustful attack 


" | so fucking crave you.. You fucking make me so horny... | can't fucking stand it.. You, fucking brat!" he 
slurred in my ear, disentangling himself from the kiss, to catch a breath. 


| gaped at him, horrified and he cupped my cheek roughly, in an attempt to make me relax and gain my trust. 


Please." he implored. "Let me.." and | felt his other hand crawl down my wet torso until he reached my 


private parts. 


With quick movements, he took hold of my swelling manhood and moaned in my ear, content with his discovery. 


" Damn, you are hard already.." he exclaimed, which brought him closer to me, his body grinding on my wet 


hips now, his erection firm and distinctive under the fabric of his pants. 


| remained speechless but damn shamefully aroused. It seems that | have this masochistic tendency - to get 
thrilled with dangerous situations. | let out a hiss, revealing the pleasure he was causing me, which only 


encouraged him to stroke me more ardently. 


" S. Sam.. Du gir mig så kåt.. Jag.. Jag måste.. dh..* | muttered brainlessly and Samuli pushed his pants down 
to the height of his knees and pulled out his hard cock 


He was stroking himself along with me, his big hands accommodating both our shafts, while he was planting 
sloppy kisses on my face, on my lips, heading downwards to my neck and my chest. 


| closed my eyes, savoring the pampering, unable to hide my excitement, relinquishing my body to my 
tormentor. And then, when | perceived that | was getting closer to the moment of utter loss of control, my 
mind evoked Alexi's beautiful face and his velvety mouth - and | gasped in ecstasy before | ejaculated in 


Samuli's palm, onto his cock, that was sliding next to mine. 


5 Ah, fan *® | groaned. 


" Vitu joo?" he responded, drenching both of us with his hot spurt. 


For some moments we were left panting, speechless. | leant forward against the narrow walls of the shower 
and he put his arm around my shoulders, in an indecisive, sloppy hug. He had no idea how to treat me without 
ridiculing both of us. He was completely expended, but still horny so he let his cum-smeared hand wander over 
my nakedness. He traced my hip bone, then palmed my buttock greedily. With trembling fingers, he parted my 
buttcheeks and drove his middle finger over my hole. | tensed my muscles - survival instinct kicking in. He 


rubbed me, pressed the clammed spot, and was about to penetrate me if | didn't stop him with my hand. 


" Please.. Just a little.. Let me in." he begged me with bleary eyes and took my hesitation for a pass. 


My brain wasn't functioning properly. It was impossible to decide what was acceptable and what not, what to 


decline, and where to focus. It was impossible to set any boundaries. My feelings were a mess. 


His spindly middle finger poked at my sealed input and eventually breached me. He trespassed my most private 
territory like a worm, slithering its way into me, touching, exploring, squirming. | gasped in pain and shock 
because the sensation was weird and uncomfortable, yet hot. | couldn't take it anymore so | stopped his 


advances with both my hands. Surprisingly he complied. 


" I. Please, stop... I'm not ok with this..” | whispered and he nodded, withdrawing his poking finger. 


" You're so damn tight.. So hot.. Fuck you, Vreth.. Fuck-youl" he spat and walked out of the shower, granting 


me at last my privacy. 


And my humiliated pride. As if evading getting fucked in the ass would save my dignity. 


| was a horny slut - that's what | was! 


We didn't speak afterwards about what had taken place in the shower. Samuli was always occupied with 
something or someone and he never granted me more than a fleeting glance or an uncordial glare, so | didn't 
try to approach him. That had been more than a blowjob and he had been ambiguously exposed to my eyes. | 
could see the shades of shame clouding his otherwise confident countenance. Now | knew. Now | had seen a 


more private side of him. His weak spots. | could blackmail him if | wanted. Just saying. 


All| wanted at the moment was lying unconscious inside another bus, under questionable circumstances. And 
his guardians wouldn't allow me any access, to see him, talk to him. His tall comrades took good care of him, it 
seemed. How could | forget his two blonde bandmates chastising him in the morning, while they were dragging 
him like a ragged doll into their bus, or the fiery glower of astonishment in the brunette's eyes when | handed 
him Alexis pants? 


The time until Children of Bodom hit the stage passed very slowly. It didn't matter that some of my favorite 
names played before them. | just couldn't get distracted by anything else, my mind was stuck to the sexy 
frontman of Children of Bodom - as if | were some slutty groupie or a die-hard fan! | was annoyed with 


myself! 


| mingled with the crowd, either alone, or with anyone from my crew, watching the live shows, headbanging and 
occasionally commenting on a riff, or a solo, or whatever, but my mind was drifting elsewhere. Spontaneously, | 
was casting furtive glances around me, in case Alexi was somewhere to be seen - why, he might want to 
admire Peter Steele on stage with Carnivore. | smoked and drank a few beers, and even chomped on a couple of 
hot dogs sold at the yellow kiosk in the middle of the arena, but my mood was far from cheerful. | was 
standing there as if out of obligation or respect for the other bands, honoring the fact that | was a 
metalhead, and not because | felt like it. My attention was haunted by the little, dirty-mouthea, Finnish elf-kid 
and the unexpected sensual assault. There were numerous times that | thought I'd seen him walking by, and 
my heart fluttered in my chest, only to realize that it was either a random, pale dude or a metal chick with 


fair hair and intense eyeliner. Avril Lavigne's doppelgangers. 


" Hell, dude, are you high or what? Stop looking around you all the time as if you're being followed! Its weird, 
manl!" Sami, our bassist, pointed out seeing my quirky behavior. Right. | should moderate my reactions because 


| looked like a moron. 


An hour before their appearance | noticed him marching backstage, escorted by the obnoxious, dark-haired 
keyboardist. He even had his hand on Alexi's back, as if ready to push him forward and keep him in his tracks, 
rather than let him drift and fool around. He looked pretty stern but caring, and | had already disliked him. 
However, | noticed that Alexi was wearing the cargo pants | returned to him earlier, so he wasn't such an 


asshole after all. | wondered, did he tell him that | was looking for him? 


| had better stop contemplating and driving myself to false assumptions. | stomped straight towards them and 


even called out his name: 


" Hey, Alexi!" 


Both men froze in place and looked around them, to locate the source of the calling. | waved in their direction 
as | was getting closer. The tall keyboardist noticed me first and glared at me maliciously as if saying "you 
again!" Then Alexi turned his head towards me and blushed. He looked lost and drowsy, maybe stoned. Who 
knows. He probably still had some memory - and shame - of what we had been up to the previous night, 


otherwise, he wouldn't blush. His friend looked at him cautiously. 


" | dropped by in the morning.. How are you feeling today?" | played it cool and his eyes widened out of 


nervousness. 


He was aware of the other man's blazing scrutiny and was feeling awkward. Apparently, he wouldn't like his 
bandmates to know about his ..antics, particularly when said antics concerned jeopardizing details like what we 
had done - just like | wouldn't go out and talk about it to anyone. So | kept a friendlier approach, to reassure 
him about my discretion and make him relax. His friend was stressing him; it was so obvious, verging on 


discomfort. 


" Oh, hello Mathias... I'm fine, dude! Thanks for your... help.. you know..” he mumbled and took a few steps closer 
to me, eyes eager and desperate for something more. "I was dead drunk in the morning.. Uhh.. Thanks for the 
pants, you know.. You didn't have to get in so much trouble." and motioned nervously, perhaps meaningfully 


only for me. 


The other guy intervened impatiently: 


" Vittu Alexi olemme myöhässä 1" 


" Come on, Janne! Don't be a jerk!" 


" A jerk? So now l'm a jerk?" 


That was awkward. The ‘jerk's' face flared with embarrassment, instantly. 


" Oooh, don't make a fuss for just a word - you know what | mean! | wanna greet a friend! What can be so 


wrong?" 


" Fine. You wanna greet a friend." that Janne guy said through clenched teeth, his face red from anger and 
shame, for being called names in front of an unwelcome stranger. " Greet your friend. l'm going. Just 
remember that we are playing in half an hour!" he added in a foreboding tone and marched away, without even 


addressing me. 


" Wai-Janne! Wait a minute, dude!" Alexi tried to catch up with the stubborn brunette, and then turned to me: 
"| gotta go... l.. Will you stay for the concert? We can hang out later, you know.." he blurted in a low voice, 


fearing that Janne might hear us and disapprove. 


" Uh, sure man.. Gol See you later." | said and watched him run after his patron, a bit concerned, 


What sort of relationships did they have in their band? What kind of balances did they keep? | mean, what 
gave Janne the right to treat him like a toddler? 


They nailed the show. Ok, the first two songs were a bit uncoordinated, or even sloppy, but then, the magic of 
their music and their unique chemistry overlapped any possible mistakes and worked their miracle so as to 


provide something huge to their audience. 


It was beautiful to see him marching all over the stage, snarling or being sweet over the microphone, 
communicating with the fans, and having all those intimate moments with his guitar. When he soloed, he was 
angelic.. His face gave away so much information about how he would behave during his more private 
moments. Though, it was not only with his guitar that he was flirting.. That fucking keyboardist was 
monopolizing his attention and admittedly they were making a beautiful duo, teasing and cuddling with each 


other every other song.. IT was undoubtedly personal, | mean, he didn't gravitate and rub on any other 


member, as he did with that skitstövel®”. it was as if the world comprised the two of them only, and they 


were serenading each other, which was a bit unnerving. 


Were they having something.. special? A unique bond? It seemed like they did, but | couldn't say for sure what 
the nature of this bond was! Were they romantic with one another, or just ..too friendly? Was it one-sided? 
And then, Janne was being jealous of me.. That was a more appealing alternative, although the whole notion tied 


a knot in my stomach. What was | to Alexi? What did | expect from him? 


| lit a cigarette and observed them intensely, and for a moment | thought that Alexi noticed me and smiled 
from above - a candid smile, all for me! | smiled back at him, even waved at him with trembling hands - and | 
dropped the cigarette | had just lit, eventually. Was | always so stupid? If he noticed my nervous reactions, he 
would take me for a halfwit! | lit another cigarette and spent the rest of the show with the Durex-smile on 
my face, like a fool, guffawing alone, too expectant for, god knows what, suddenly blind to their unmistakable 
flirting. 


But yes, | wanted to ignore that disquieting part. And before | realized it, they had finished their set and the 


scene adjacent to them was being prepared for Celtic Frost. No way | was missing that, Laiho or not! 


So, it was pretty late when Celtic Frost were over, too, and | was already feeling exhausted. | didn't manage to 
see Alexi after they finished their show, nor did | catch up with him later, as he had implied. Perhaps he had 
wanted to get rid of me and said the first thing that came to mind. Or, perhaps he was not allowed to. Maybe 
Janne didn't want to leave him unattended and risk ..losing more pieces of clothing while he was ‘greeting a 


friend. Or, maybe he was fucking him hard inside their bus. That made my dick twitch momentarily. 


| slipped into my bunk and banned any thought, focusing on sleep. Counting sheep. | needed to be fresh for 
tomorrow's concert - and | could catch up with Alexi in the morning. 


Translation: 

#/S.. Sam.. You make me so horny.. | must.. Oh. 
*2 Oh, fuck! 

*3 Fuck, yeah! 

*4 Fuck, Alexi, we are late 


*5 asshole 


<a 
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the bands that played are accurate, concerning the playlist or the time of their appearance, so as to give a 
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„Well, unless he was gone. To my disappointment, in the morning | found out that their bus was missing from 


the parking lot, and was later informed by the guys from Amon Amarth that they had driven off quite early. 


Needless to say how dejected | was. Completely despondent. OK, if | was desperate, let's say, to reach hin, | 
guess it wouldn't be that difficult to achieve it. There were plenty of common acquaintances that could give 
me his phone number or his email address.. However, | had silently hoped that Alexi would have stayed for our 
appearance - Finntroll's live appearance. | had believed that there was something special building up between us, 


some kind of mutual appreciation. 


Leaving without further notice only served as an abrupt landing into reality. And the reality was that he didn't 


give a damn about Finntroll or me. That. 


| sulked outside my bus, lit a cigarette to mask my frustration, and decided to stroll around the venue and 
eventually stick with the audience of some early performance, such as Metal Church. Why not, it was good to 
get a fix of NWOBHM, along with a strong black breakfast coffee. The sun was shining bright that morning, 
signaling the prospect of a positive day, even though my hopes for something good were bleak. 


Sami (‘Tundra') and Mikael (‘Routa’) joined my morning loitering around and together we watched a couple of 


shows, such as Arch Enemy and Fear Factory, till late noon, then we went to the canteens and had something 


to eat. 


" You look quite worried, boy..!" Sami tried to approach me. "Are you anxious about tonight?" and yeah, that 
could be a great excuse for smoking a whole pack of cigarettes till five o'clock in the afternoon. 


"Isn't it normal?" | replied 


" Yes, could say so, but its nothing you haven't done before and we're not Metallica! No one will judge you..." 


" Not even Samuli", Mikael added meaningfully. His eyes scanned me with a psychologists expertise. Damn, he 
must have known something. 


It was kind of them to help me relax and make me feel comfortable. They thought that Samuli was being a bit 
harsh on me and tried to excuse his tendency towards perfectionism. If only they knew the truth about Samuli 
and me.. Not only about Samuli, but Alexi Laiho, as well. Speaking of whom, | decided to fish for some 
information from my bandmates, if possible. 


" What happened with the ..divas?" | asked casually, sounding a bit sarcastic perhaps, while taking a long sip of 
my coffee, trying hard not to spill the contents of my cup because of my stupid, trembling hands. 


" The divas? You mean the Bodom guys?" asked Sami and | nodded." Oh, come onl They are not divas! Drunks 


yes, stupid, for sure, but not divas... | think they had to go back to Finland, or so I've heard." 


" Yes, they were exhausted from the incessant touring and needed to rest.. Or was it another festival they 
were playing? That's what happens when you hit the big stages - and not only", Mikael added and | nodded in 


apprehension. Tension, too. 


" They fucked it up yesterday, did you see them? It was obvious that Laiho was exhausted.. He didn't know 


where he was stepping.” Sami continued and | shook my head. 


" | kinda liked them..." | confessed. 


" Yeah, they are huge, no doubt, but the dude was ridiculously wasted and all wired up that | thought he would 
explode! He needs to sleep for over a week in a raw - or get a big fuck in the ass!" Sami laughed out loud with 
his last comment and | looked at him shocked." Why are you goggling at me like that- he is a faggot, everyone 


knows... he went on, mimicking my astonished expression. 
g my P 


" What?" | needed to learn more about Alexi immediately but didn't quite know how to elicit the precious stuff 
from them. "He is gay?" 


" Crazy guys, all of them!" Mikael intervened, glaring admonishingly at our bassist, putting an end to our talk 
about Children of Bodom. Obviously, he didn't want to fuel rumors about the fellow band, or slander Finland's 
greatest guitar talent of the last decade. What a civilized guy he was! We stayed like that, chewing some 


sausages, chatting about nonsense, before Samuli joined us, taking the seat next to me. 


His elbow poked into my shoulder accidentally, nearly making me choke on my food, and his thigh rammed 
against mine, forcing me further to the left. | stared at him, annoyed that he didn't even register my 


presence. 


" Hello to you, too! I'm sitting right here, dude!" | cringed about being shoved out of the way like breadcrumbs 
from the table. 


" Oh, hello sweet peal Sorry - | didn't notice you! Close your legs, you take up all the space!" he said 
nonchalantly and | squeezed myself from his reach, with a sour expression on my face that would certainly 


earn me a few backlash grimaces. 


Upset about his attitude towards me and the new data concerning Alexi, | stood up and took off from their 
company. | heard Mikael whispering to Samuli " The boy is stressed, don’t push him too much! but that 
observation didn't bring any of them to my assistance, for what mattered. On the contrary, Samuli hollered at 


me: 


" Hey, Mathias, don't go too far! I'll be doing your makeup an hour before our show! Be here!" 


| wanted to protest - but Motörhead is playing then! Yet, | opted to shut up and nod to him obediently. | had to 


reconcile to watching half of Motérhead's show - and with full makeup. Great. 


So, almost an hour before our show, | was standing half naked in front of Samuli, wearing only my long leather 
kilt, standing still and seemingly unperturbed. From afar, | could hear the first notes of Motérhead's ‘No class’, 
vibrating the earth and | strived hard to keep myself from headbanging. Or, fiddling nervously as always, 
whenever | was stressed. In the meantime, our tall, blond guitarist was applying the black paint on my face and 
chest reverently, with a long brush, creating the harsh design he had envisioned for my corpse-paint. A 
similar pattern would later adorn his face and torso, too, rendering us matching pieces of the same set, an 


elfish couple on stage. 


The whole procedure had an intimate undertone. Standing there, like a blank canvas, utterly submitted to his 
whims, was sensual. The way he stroked the paint on my face, tenderly and meticulously, almost caressing me 


with affection, his deeply focused stare, inspecting his creation with love, were utterly mesmerizing. 


" There.. Damn, you are beautiful." he muttered, annoyed with himself for finding me attractive, and stepped 
back, to inspect the whole me. He stroked one long lock of my hair to smooth it with the rest of it and bit his 


lower lip with shameful desire. His green eyes were suddenly darkened with lust. 


| grinned at him, agitated; his gleeful stare was making me nervous and somehow expectant. As if waiting for 
him to make a pass at me, hug, me, touch me, | don't know - and make me feel helpless and dirty and wanted 
again. If it was just him and me, | could tolerate being exposed, caressed, or even coerced into humiliating 
things - but at the moment, all our bandmates and crew members were fumbling around, getting dressed and 


ready for our show, which made the situation weird. | couldn't just become oblivious to the buzz around mel 


The clock indicated that | could still enjoy a big part of Motérhead's set when Samuli was over with my 
makeup, so no matter if | was literally wearing a tank top and a skirt and my face was streaked with black 
paint, | decided to mingle with the delirious crowd and get a psychological boost with some infectious rock'n'roll. 


| felt like ..dancing on someone's grave*, and Lemmy was god after all, no matter what! 


Headbanging - and getting my sleek hair all tangled again - | reached quite far forward, and was already too 
hyped to care if anyone was staring at me curiously. It wasn't just me the only one who was dressed up! 
Unless they had recognized me, as the frontman of Finntroll, which made me more nervous than proud. The 
first chords of ‘Killed by Death'** chimed loud when | noticed a familiar figure undulating precariously in my 
vicinity, like a black, plastic garbage bag caught in the wind. | peered, puzzled at it. That thing was heading my 


way. 


It was Alexi, clad in my black, saggy clothes. | froze in place .killed by death! He looked back at me and smiled 
earnestly, although | could tell that he was totally wasted. 


" You? | thought you were gone!" | yelled at him, trying to outshout Lemmy. 


"| wanted to see Motörhead - I'm a huge fan, y'know... he slurred and stood next to me. 


Despite his shabby looks, he looked gorgeous! In my eyes, he was the most beautiful spectacle amongst the 


whole crowd. 


" Motörhead, hell yeah!!" | shouted back, giving him the horns, shaking my hair like a windmill and he joined me 
enthusiastically. 


" You look ready to hit the stage.. Nice ..gown, dude!” he remarked and | glared at him - mostly out of 


suppressed elation, to find him there, rather than resentment, that he called my warrior's attire a ‘gown’. 


Could he possibly have stayed back for me? Or was it just Motörhead? ..Like they hadn't played live all over 


the world a thousand times, for him to watch! 


| had to shut those insidious, obnoxious thoughts OUT of my head! 


" We are next. But | couldn't miss Motörhead for anything in the world!" | said. 


" Yeah! Exactly! However, my crew was too tired to stay and we had something else planned for later, so |-" 
and he shrugged, indecisive "-I just fled, | guess.. They must have figured by now that l'm going back to Finland 


on my own." he mumbled in my ear. "| mean, they must have noticed my absence... 


" You left them just like that?" 


" Kind of.. We are grownups.. We don't ask for permission, you know... Kind of." he muttered, doubtful about 
himself and his response. "We have free will, right?" 


" Well.. If you say so.. Seems like a big sacrifice for Motérhead's sake, though!" and he rolled his eyes. 


" Huh... It's always nice to see Motörhead.. And a few other bands, whenever possible... It's good to ..honor 


other musicians, y'know... Support them." 


" Mon, you're slurring.. Have you been drinking?" | remarked distastefully. 


My words must have echoed like a reprimand and somehow embarrassed him, he opened wide his fucking 
inhuman eyes, in what must have been prudish innocence and shameful guilt. At least | was quick to realize it 


and correct my tone: 


" | guess we all do crazy shit when Motörhead's playing live, huh? Didn't mean to scold youl" 


" That would be a shame at my age, Mr. Lillmans", he said rhetorically and stared into my eyes for a few 


seconds too long. " | mean, not even my mom says so.." and smiled friendly. 


Unlike your mates, | added mentally and looked around me. | noticed a furious group of people stomping 


ominously close to us, to form a pit. 


" Come here - they'll step on youl" | grabbed him by his arm and ‘saved' him for the second time during this 
festival. 


He landed in my arms and | relished the sensation of his delicate body. | wanted to squeeze him tightly, feel 
every joint and every bone creak under his skin, and bury my face in his fair hair, but that would seem 


strange - two guys hugging passionately amidst a metal crowd at a Motörhead show.. Of all bands! Meh.. 


"| have to go", was my turn to leave him." But.. Where are you staying? Are you with someone?" 


" Nope! I'm me and my backpack!" and made a turn to show me his black backpack. "Dunno, I'll crash on a 
bench, or under a tree.. Or where | met you two nights ago.. Its chilly, y'know, but | was given some warm 


clothes, hehe!" he said playfully and winked at me. 


| couldn't leave him like that. | didn't want to. 


" OK, Alexi.. Wait for me afterwards.. We can hang out - don't be alone..." 


" Did Janne and Henkka ask you to watch after me?" he spat suddenly, having his moods shift radically with 
the mere implication of leaving him alone. "Cause | can fucking take care of my shit, go tell them!" and | gaped 


at his unexpected eruption. 


. „Sorry, man.. | don't even know who those two are!" and we remained to gaze aghast at each other before 


he relented. 


" Uh, sorry to rant at you. My mistake." he said guiltily and looked down 


" | don't know what's the matter with you - just thought to hang out so that you're not alone. You don't want 
to - that's fine, man! Don't bite!" | retorted with mixed feelings of anger and disappointment. "I really have to 
go - my band hits the stage in a quarter. You know where to find me", and with those words, | left him on his 


devices. 


At least, our encounter provided me with adequate quantities of fury and angst, in order to pull off a 
passionate performance. Samuli was casting me hot glances, probably impressed with the unexpected surge of 
energy, but it was not enough for me at that moment. | just wanted to growl and screech and give it all to 
whoever remained among the crowd, to watch a moderately known folk-black metal band from Finland, dressed 


in .gowns(?!) at one after midnight! 


Yet, at least one had remained, and the moment | left the stage and walked with my bandmates to our bus - 
Samuli's and Mikael's arms around my shoulders respectively, in a friendly way that felt kind of cozy and 
approving - | knew that | wouldn't have an easy ..night! 


Alexi was waiting for me across the parked buses, bundled up in my clothes and crouching on the construction 
that had accommodated us the last time, buried in the shadows of the parking lot. He was mostly invisible to 
the passersby, but | noticed him. | discreetly parted from the company of my group to join him. The other 
guys left our stuff to the staff and headed for a post-concert beer with some fans at the karaoke joint. | 
didn't feel like drinking, so | excused myself for a stroll before crashing for the night. 


When they were far enough away not to see me, | headed towards Alexi. He was waiting for me patiently, 
drowsy and sleepy, swaying back and forth precariously. | grabbed him by the neck of the black hoodie and 
pulled him upright. He was caught off-guard and staggered, before steadying himself in front of me and smiling 
at me hastily. 


" Oohhh.. Come with me." | ordered him and pushed him towards my bus. 


| shoved him in through the door and sat him down on my bunk, which was luckily the lowest. | watched him 
struggle to behave normally and follow my ferocious commands, while | was thinking, what to do with him next 
and how to present him to my crew in the morning. It's not so often that an Alexi Laiho is smuggled onto your 


tour bus! 


"Go wash yourself before the others arrive", | instructed him curtly and he obeyed, without uttering a word. 


He used the toilet, washed his face, and brushed his teeth, while | was wiping away my corpse paint. He gawked 
at me unabashedly and | motioned at him. He shrugged and said innocently: 


" Just looking... | like your make-up.." and | grinned at him, resuming my ..cleaning ritual. 


" You can stay here if you want to. We are leaving in the morning. We are driving to Travemünde - a German 
port not so far away from here - and taking the ferry to Helsinki. | guess that would be practically your best 
option - unless you've booked a flight ticket instead” 


" | don't even know where in fucking Europe we are, dude.. l.. | just." he stammered, trying to find the suitable 


words to describe his abstract plans, | suppose. "I guess | just wanted to .stay? To see Motörhead." 


" Yeah, right.. Motorhead.." | repeated and remained silent, assessing him. He was ridiculously tired. He was 
incapable of expressing himself, so it would be wiser to let him sleep it off. I'd offer him my bunk and I'd use 
the back lounge couch instead, only to make him comfortable. "OK, Alexi.. Just get into this bunk and ..talk to 


you in the morning!" 


" „Wont you stay with me?" he whispered timidly, pulling me by the arm in an attempt to make me stay. 


| shivered at the picture evoked: kissing and cuddling intimately with Alexi, only to be discovered by the rest of 
the orcs of my band. Dear god.. 


" Nol That would be weird, don't you think? Just lie down and rest. I'll be around." and patted his shoulder 


reassuringly. 


He pulled himself up to my level and pecked my lips goodnight, and | fought hard not to assault his mouth! 
Damn stupid guy, so hot and provocative, without even trying! | suppressed my desire for him and tucked him 
into bed, fatherly dare | say, confining his arms under the sheet so that he wouldn't be able to grab me. Then 
| kissed his forehead and closed the curtains of the bunk that | was ..storing him in! 


--b-- 
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" We've got ourselves a pet!" Samu Ruotsalainen, our drummer, shouted exuberantly in the morning upon 


noticing the balled-up petite figure of the sleeping Alexi Laiho in the lower bunk. 


" A pet or a pretty lady?" Mikael answered playfully and Samuli took over: 


" Look at what the cat dragged in*!! Matti! Matti! Why is Alexi Laiho sleeping in your bunk instead of you?" 


| woke up instantly by their yells, cold sweat pooling at the roots of my hair and back. | sat up, rubbed the 
sleep away from my eyes, and scuttled into the bunk area. Alexi was similarly jolted awake, looking around him 


baffled and scared, like a cornered wild animal. His huge eyes were glistening with fear. It is rather intimidating 


to wake up in the presence of three voluminous, bearded barbarians, shouting above your head. | intervened, 


trying to represent the more cultured, less primitive side of our troll-band. 


"|. | invited him... He stayed back to watch Motörhead..." 


" Motörhead? He missed his bus for Motörhead?" Mikael asked surprised and Alexi took over: 


" Yeah.. Motörhead.. And as it seems.. | need a lift to Trav..Travemunde?" he mumbled insecurely, casting a 
terrified glance at me. "To take the ferry to Helsinki, you know.. Good Morning, by the way.. Nice to meet you, 
guys.." he feigned politeness. 


" Good morning to you, dude. Did you sleep well?" Sami asked him in a teasing way. "Want some coffee, maybe? 


l'm making one for myself." he went on and Samuli, incarnating the stern voice of logic inquired: 


" Do your mates know you are here? Your manager and | don't know who else?" 


" Uhmm.. Probably.. They must know that l'm not on our bus, so the only place to be would be Wacken - 
right?" Alexi tried to sound funny, failing terribly, and Samuli looked at him, furious. | thought his otherwise 
dull eyes would pop out of their coves. He had that dark, intimidating look again. 


" Are you fucking serious? Do you have at least a passport, a credit card? A brain..? How are we supposed to 


smuggle you out of the country?" 


" | have my passport and my driving license", Alexi said and rooted them out of his backpack. "I have my cell 
phone - out of battery - and | have some cash and my credit card.. So, as it seems, | am legit! No brain 


though - but | don't need it, do |?" 


" Cool! Well done to you and the one who found youl” Samuli said and glared at me who was gawking at the two 
men (of my life -how sappy!), interacting, Samuli showing his manly, dominant side and Alexi diminishing to the 
role of the naughty toddler. | had to intervene to smooth the escalating situation 


" Samuli, we can just give him a lift to the port and he can carry on by himself.. It would be heartless if we 


didn't help a fellow musician, right?" | said and Samuli stared at me, infuriated before spitting out: 


" | don't even know who this guy is and what he is up to!" 


" Oh, come on, Sam! Everyone knows who this guy is - | guess he doesn't even need an ID anymore!" Mikael 
answered back to Samuli and | added, encouraged: 


" You know him, you just said it's Alexi Laiho from-" 


"| know who the fuck he is, Mathias!" he cut me mid-sentence. "You know what | mean! But still, he is 
immature and careless and he'll get us into trouble with his stupidity!" 


" Well.. Can't really say much about that.. But shit happens, you know, and it could happen to anyone-" 


" -Not if you use your fucking brain!" Samuli motioned characteristically and Mikael joked: 


" He just said he doesn't have and doesn't need one- haha!" 


| tried to ignore both while completing what | was saying: 


" „and he's got his papers... It's not like transferring a fugitive! Let's just help a friend." | insisted and it 
seemed that my persuasive rhetoric worked its miracle, Samuli sniggered before retreating to the front 


lounge, without further belittling remarks; almost agreeable, dare | say! 


" Just call your band, man, to let them know where you are, and we can go, alright?" Mikael offered more 
calmly, petting Alexi's head, and followed Samuli, leaving us alone in the bunk area It was time for some coffee 


and breakfast. | could smell the mesmerizing aroma of Sami's brew, inviting us all to the front lounge. 


" Thanks", Alexi told me shyly and | patted his shoulder. 


It was an awkward ride. Alexi eventually blended in with our crew and at last, had fun - Finnish fun - with our 
band, sometimes making it hard for me to follow his harsh and quick use of the Finnish language. Sitting silently 
in my corner, like the outsider, watching their ardent interaction, | persuaded myself to try harder to learn 


the official language of the country where | resided - at least for the sake of my band! 


Alexi also charged his cell phone and called Jaska, their drummer, to inform them about his whereabouts, so 
supposedly, he wasn't in any imminent trouble. However, despite his vibrant laughter and genuine fun with my 
mates, | could discern the shadows of concern bedimming his eyes every time he had a quiet moment on his 
own, smoking a cigarette, or every time he glanced at his cell phone. | was too shy to sit down with him alone 
and pry this concern out, no matter how much | wanted to. | was worried that the others would prank me, and 


Samuli's mean glower was omnipresent, wherever | may go. 


We reached Travemunde in no time, so we all disembarked from the bus and queued to board the ship. Alexi 
went to the ticket booths to book his trip back. It was taking him too much time, though, so | left my company 
and went after him, in case he needed help. He was my responsibility, after all - and, fuck, yeah, that was my 


lame excuse! 


" They don't have tickets for just a fucking pullman seat, dude - only cabins, and I'll have to pay a double price! 
Why not take the plane then instead! Who's going to Finland this time of the year, anyway, that they don't 


have-" he was grumbling and | stopped him decisively: 


" Buy the cabin ticket and shut up, Alexi!" 


He gawked at me, shocked that |, the lame, submissive member of Finntroll, told him off, so | was quick to 


smile. 


"| would do that, thanks man, | just wanted to complain that such a.. Goliath has run out of tickets! You know 


its a trick to make people pay more money! You don't have to shout at me.." 


" There are people waiting in line and you're only delaying them. Don't be a dick!" 


" Why don't you just stick with your crew, can you remind me..?" 


" Actually, its been you that has stuck with my crew, so behave yourself! Now, come on! Let's not make a 


spectacle of ourselves. | can change my ticket, to keep you company." 


" You don't have to-" 


" Shut up and lets get done with that! You are being too loud" | shoved him and spoke to the ticket retailer: 
"Get him that ticket and upgrade mine so that we get the same cabin", | requested while Alexi was staring at 


me with mute admiration. 


| would pay all my money for that trip, but the hell with it! | hoped it would be worth it. | was about to get 


my wallet when Alexi stepped in front of me and produced his credit card. 


" Put both on my bill" he said. 


" No, stop! What are you doing?!" | barked. | could feel the heat of pride rise and tint my cheeks red, itchy, like 


crawling insects infesting my face. | guess | looked ridiculous. 


" Just shut up, dude.. You are being too loud, you know.." Alexi retorted with a faint smile on his face and put 
his finger to his lips as if to hush me. He paid silently and we headed away when the whole procedure was 


over. 


My bandmates were already impatient when we were back. Samuli was about to burst into yells, but Alexis 


timely intervention put a halt to his rage with the stupidities he expelled, in order to excuse our long absence: 


" | bought him off to be my slave onboard, that's why it took us so long.. He cringed so much - is he always 
that difficult to tame, dude? Everybody was watching when | tried to put his collar onl" and my friends 


laughed out loud - even Samuli. 


" Oh, he's always a grumpy, little puppy.. Just give him a bone and he'll wiggle his taill" Samuli said harshly and 
| doubted if he was humoring at all. His words sounded far too accurate, just an "r" away from being only a 
joke. Alexi wasn't aware of the details of our sickly balance, of course, so he continued the prank, by circling 


my neck with his fingers in what looked like an imitation of a dog collar. 


| bashed him away, annoyed, only to add to Samuli's scathing comments: 


" Be careful, Laiho! He bites!" and | blushed and looked down defeated. 


We parted ways with my fellow bandmembers and crew onboard. A steward guided Alexi and me to our shared 
cabin and left us to ‘enjoy' the 30-hour ‘cruise’ in the Baltic Sea, which would commence in a couple of hours. | 
still couldn't believe how | had ended up with the ethereal Laiho in the same twin-bed cabin for a 30-hour trip, 
but | relished the prospect. 


Alexi was enthusiastic like a toddler exploring the claustrophobic, almost windowless little room and its private 
miniature bathroom. He took off his shoes and jumped onto one bed. | sat down on the other one and removed 


my shoes neatly. 


" OK, | guess this is goodnight" | blurted the least appropriate words for the occasion and took off my shirt, to 
prepare for sleep, wishing secretly, for some action with the little elf-boy. He was already lying on his back, 
spread-eagled on his bed, studying the ceiling. | wanted to crawl over him but hesitated. 


" What, are you going to bed already?" he complained. 


" What else to do, man? It's almost midnight! And that fucking boat takes thirty hours before reaching firm 


land..." 


" The bus would take the same amount of time if you drove to København and then across to Malmö." he 


mused motioning in the air as if tracing an imaginary route with his finger. 


"Is this some serious reason for not going to bed?" 


" No.. Just saying.." he muttered, dispirited as it seemed. His mood shifted radically again - from sheer joy to 
melancholy. | thought it was my fault because | spoke abruptly to him. | was about to restore things between 


us, when he sprang up from his bed, announcing: "I'm going out for a smoke." 


And just like that, he fled our room, leaving me alone, broiling in my guilt and confusion 


| was confused, indeed | was sending those mixed signals, ambivalent and unsure of what | wanted from him - 
but he was reflecting exactly the same confusion! One moment he was straddling me and kissing me 
passionately, the next he was agitated and running away, only to come back purring at me. | didn't know what 
to do; it was all so new to me and scary at the same time. He couldn't obviously know that Samuli's foreboding 
presence was killing any hint of enthusiasm | might have, making me sour and edgy towards anyone - him 
included. l'm sure | made him nervous, sitting like a grumpy cat next to him, not including him in any plans for 


the night, yet caring so abnormally much about his welfare. 


| removed the rest of my clothes and jumped into the clammy shower. Washed my hair, shaved my face 
neatly, trimmed my sideburns, and brushed my teeth. At least | was looking presentable. | was combing my 
damp hair, wearing only a pair of black boxer briefs when Alexi barged into our shared cabin. His eyes were 
bleary and his breath smelled of cigarettes and beer. | guess he needed a shot of courage to confront me - 
the intimidating, rabid dog. He stopped still and ogled at me, then shied, looking down on the floor, before closing 
the door behind him. He was holding a beer can and sloshed a few drops onto the floor, as he was walking in. | 


wouldn't let us get caught into ‘freezing temperatures’ again. | was no rabid dog - just a shy and nervous guy. 


" Anything interesting up there?" | asked him nonchalantly as he started to undress. | averted my stare, 
although | yearned for an indiscreet glimpse of his creamy flesh. 


" Uh, just smoked a couple of cigarettes and had a beer... | met your pals. They were drinking on the top deck 
They asked about you and | told them that you were seasick, vomiting, and bundled in your bed. Haha!" he 


laughed amused with his seeming joke and | scowled. 


" Yeah, haha - funny.. Why would you say that?" 


" To keep you away from him - | know he's making you nervous...” 


" The fuck, Laiho! Are you a psychologist now, or what?" | huffed and squatted on my bed, upset. 


i Maybe | am.. You know... doctor love!" and walked into the shower. "Gonna take a few minutes on my own in 


there", he said meaningfully and winked at me. "I'll try to be quiet", and closed the door behind him gracefully. 


| caught a glimpse of a pale shoulder and a paler, hairy calf. Suddenly the temperature in our cabin rose by 
20°C and | was sweating and shivering at the mere reminiscence of his elusive nakedness. | guess | should open 
that door and fucking stand there, just admiring him while he was showering - but | wasn't such a brave man. 


| craved a cigarette, yet, | opted to wait - wait for Alexi to come out and make our time worthwhile. 


In the meantime, his cell phone vibrated and a written message flashed on the screen, indicating Janne as the 
sender. The fucking jerk! | wished there was a preview of its content, but unfortunately, that function wasn't 
available yet, and all | could get was his ominous, ugly name, next to a stupid yellow digital envelope. | started 
shaking my leg anxiously, angry about the message on Alexi's cell phone, so | stood up and began to pace inside 
the little room, restless. Another message vibrated his cell phone, showing Janne as the sender again and then 
another one. A chain of annoying nightly messages. How romantic! | couldn't hold back anymore. | opened the 
bathroom door violently - a plume of white steam rolled out into my face. | was hit by a delicious fruity smell 


and his startled yelp. He dropped the shower phone onto the floor, sprinkling water all over mel 


" Fan i helvete, skitstovel*4" | yelled in my mother tongue. No doubt he got my message. "Do you have to be 
so messy? And by the way, do you have the habit of exchanging sappy, little messages with your bandmates 
at two after midnight?" 


" So-sorry Mathias! What messages?" 


" The hell with your sorries! You just gave me a second shower and that cell phone keeps making noises and 


doesn't let me sleep!" and Alexi gaped at me with astonishment. 


" .Wow.. You really are pissed off! They were right!" 


" What the fuck are you talking about, huh?" 


"OK, why don't you jump in and ..have a hot shower with me, just to relax? You are so stressed; | can't 


believe it, dude.. You'll get wrinkles on your pretty face." 


| reflected back his astonished expression, mouth opened aghast with his audacity. To be honest, | liked his 
boldness to tease me and coax me into the shower with him. Without further notice and without taking off my 
boxers, | obeyed and cornered him with my body. It was a very narrow room and the toilet was placed in the 
way, so we really had to squeeze ourselves A LOT in order to fit us both in the designated space. Yet, we 
didn't need that much room, as | was quick to show him. | gripped him by the wrists and pinned him against 
the wall, tugging his arms above his head. He gasped, but | wasn't in the mood for hearing any futile, fake 
protests, so | stuck my mouth over his and shoved my tongue between his slack lips. 


" You fucking tease... |.. | want you so bad." | murmured inanely in his ear when | withdrew my lips to catch a 


breath, and he chuckled. 


| suppose he didn't mind my advances. That's why he responded to my rough kiss with some sluggish, 
reciprocal suctions. | needed to savor him, | needed to feel him and make him mine. | was restless to touch him. 
My hands were crawling all over his fragile body. His skin was soft and delicate, so pale and clean that asked 
for marking it with purple bites. | was willing to provide these purple marks, however, | contained my urge. | 


didn't want to scare him away. 


He had a prudish smile on his face, relishing my caress and kisses. He was purring with pleasure and all | 
wanted was to give him more just to see him get off and rejoice with lust. Slowly, | lowered myself in front of 
him, kissing my way from his swollen lips down to his belly, and then further down, stopping a few centimeters 
before his protruding manhood. | looked up into his eyes, searching to interpret his expression, his intentions, 


although his body manifested all the undisputable signs that he was indeed enjoying this. His heart was beating 


vigorously on his chest and his breath was coming out in brief hitches. The water was still spraying all over 
us, contributing more steam to the already steamy situation He was really hard, an inviting spectacle, 
throbbing with vigor, poking forth, and served straight into my face. | dared a tender palm over his sturdy 
shaft and he closed his eyes, defeated. He twined his trembling fingers in my wet hair and gasped. | took it for 
a yes and opened my mouth to do what | was best at - suck him. 


He moaned loudly and | grunted along with him, with my mouth full. The sensation of his erection was nothing 

like what | had experienced with Samuli. He was so clean, so luscious that | indulged him without any inhibitions. 
| wanted to excite him, | wanted to taste him - | was fucking delirious for him! He squirmed, in an attempt to 

escape, or change position, | didn't quite grasp, but | caught him firmly in my arms in time, and pulled him 


closer to me, immobilizing him in place. 


" Ohh... No... Please.." he murmured and | glared at him. 


" No. You're not going anywhere." 


| put my arms around his hips and lifted him off the shower floor. He was light, like a child, and small, easy To 
maneuver. With my elbow, | turned off the water and staggered outside the small bathroom. We were both 
dripping water onto the carpet, but that was the last thing to bother us. 


" You don't get to go anywhere..", | continued mumbling at him ominously, and resumed my task in his burning 


parts, the moment | laid him down on the bed and clambered over him. "You hear me?" | pressed on. 


| guess my stare had a wild, crazy gleam. He ogled at me with wide eyes before nodding in accord, 


"| can see that you want it, too.." | said and caressed the inner part of his thighs tenderly before | put his 
erect dick back into my mouth. He closed his eyes and groaned, then arched instinctively his body to get 


deeper into my throat and gain more friction 


| drove him over the edge pretty soon. All the time he was muttering indecisively "Oh, no.. yeah... no... 
crumbling the sheets beneath us with his fists as if resenting himself for succumbing to lust - but it didn't 
stop me, nor put me off. | thought he was sexy, squirming helplessly under my sway. | swallowed all that he 
eventually offered me right down my throat and licked him clean, before plopping next to him, pinning him down 
with my weight. | ground my own swollen dick against his thigh, meaningfully, maybe wishfully, but without any 
real expectations. If he touched me, | would be grateful. However, | noticed that he was tearful; wet streaks 
were streaming down from his beautiful eyes, and | was caught off-guard! | just wondered - what the fuck 


was wrong? 


" Alexi..2" | whispered. 


" No-its my fault. My wrong..", he sniffled. " I. l.. Crap." 


" Hey, it's all cool.. Easy... Relax." 


" No, its not easy.. You don't understand... 


" There's nothing that needs further ..understanding! Don't feel bad...” 


" You think so?", he said between gasps and sniffles and turned his back to me. His reaction made me feel 


ashamed of what | had done. 


Samuli and the memory of his forceful, belittling behavior flooded my brain, wiping away any romantic mood. 


My arousal took a nosedive down to hell in nano-seconds, leaving me hollow and befuddled. 


What had gone so terribly wrong? What was my fault? Did | misinterpret his behavior? Misunderstand his 
intentions? Was | copying Samuli's aggressive way, becoming another intimidating person, forcing people into 
sexual action? | was shocked by the latter. A thousand questions coursed through my brain, leaving me more 
baffled and ashamed. | was appalled! Alexi was sobbing next to me, smothering his gasps with the pillow, yet | 
could sense his tension, his narrow frame shuddering every other moment. He was devastated. 


| was redundant. | shouldn't be there, in that cabin, lying next to him, invading his privacy. What was my role, 
after all? How dared | upset his life, violating his ..peaceful balance? Fucking hell.. | should be more self- 
controlled. Mustering all my strength, | stood up, changed my soaked underwear, pulled on a clean pair of 
sweatpants and a shirt, and took off. 


--|-- 
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| ended up on the top deck, tucked in my hoodie, alone in the dark. | was tearful, frustrated. | smoked a few 
cigarettes in a row, but couldn't get my shit together. My conscience tormented me. | had turned into 
something that I'd normally condemn! | had behaved like a dick! | wanted to jump off and dive into the dark, 
abysmal Baltic Sea and get lost! 


Instead, | remained seated down against the metal wall, letting the cool sea breeze blast in my face as | was 
sniffling, miserable. My sense of pride was making me feel despicable. My disappointment was making it worse. 
And my inappropriate desires obliterated my dignity. | wanted to bang my head against that wall. 


| managed to finish what was left of a half-full packet of cigarettes. My throat was dry and coarse, every 
time | swallowed. It was disgusting. My hair was already blown dry, so | suppose | had been sitting there, by 
myself for quite a long time. Not a single soul had passed by, no one had approached me, which was kind of 
relieving. | wouldn't like Samuli, Sami, Samu, Mikael, or anyone from Finntroll witnessing my disgrace. | needed 
some solitude during those moments of pure self-loathing and stern self-criticism because | had opened up to 
Alexi, expressed my honest interest, my submission, even my affection for him, thoughtlessly, only to earn 
this inexplicable rejection. | was irreversibly exposed to him - and | was in love. Damn, | couldn't take him out 


of my stupid, pathetic mind. He possessed me. | was a loser. 


Finntroll's whore. And now Children of Bodom's whore. That's what | was. Yeah. A whore. Who would only suck 
dick. Willingly. 


| didn't notice him approaching me, then sliding down, by my side. | was so consumed by my dark thoughts that 
| didn't perceive the pale ghost lurching with unsteady steps, and finally crouching next to me. | was startled to 


see him; | thought he wouldn't be speaking to me anymore! 


" l'm sorry", he said, with remorse tinting his glazed eyes. 


" | guess it should be me, apologizing.. But | don't quite know what for... And | feel ashamed" | replied bitterly. | 


wish | had one more cigarette. 


" No, its not your fault.. | am - | am the defective one." 


| turned my head to face him. He was gazing ahead, at the dark sea. He looked genuinely sad, surrendered. Then 
he returned his blue stare to me and | shivered with want. Which was instantly replaced by shame. Why was 
he so fucking irresistible? 


" Mathias, | like you. | really do. And the way you respond to me.." he started to explain 


" But? You're not into men?" | blurted. He paused, startled by my words, then waved off at the absurdity of 


my question with a smirk 


So, my sex was not the problem. He swung both ways - at least. 


" You are.. l.. | could fall for you, you know. That's the problem." 


" Well, Laiho, guess what! I've already fallen for you - great huh? And for the record, | was not supposed to 


be into men...” 


He bit his lower lip, squeezing his damn eyes closed as if | had just accused him of something horrible. He had 


quite long eyelashes for a man. 


" Well.. That wasn't intended." 


" You think you can control shit?" | asked angrily because | was feeling emotionally wrenched. "For, | can't 


control anything anymore. Or anyone. | give up." 


" No, please don't say that!" 


" Why did you let me get carried away when you didn't mean any of this to happen? Why did you stay back - 
and don't tell me that it was fucking Motörhead, because that's a crappy excuse, Laiho! That's all bullshit and 


you know it!" 


" True.. | needed to stay away from the others.. And | suppose | somehow expected you- us.. Nah- | must 
shut up!" he slapped his mouth in front of my astonished glare and | grabbed his hands, for fear he might 
repeat the offensive gesture. 


" Stop it! That's absurd! Don't smack yourself.” 


" | think | manipulated you..." 


" Why?" 


" Because | knew you wanted ..this! You made it pretty clear" 


" You didn't want it?" 


"| didn't say so. But it doesn’t matter, because | shouldn't get carried away. You showed me your weak spot 
and | took advantage of you. Of your weakness. | needed confirmation. Someone to show me that | don't suck, 
that | am desirable.. Someone getting turned on by me - and not put off. Coming from a hot guy like you was 
even more welcome. | think | am a jerk, a self-centered, indecisive, stubborn, and fucked-up douchebag, so | 


guess | deserve all the resentment and rejection..." 


" That's irrelevant. | don't resent or reject youl You know how | feel for you...” 


" Well, soon you'll get tired and disgusted by me. That's always the case. Nothing gets fixed in my life - | 
always mess up and fuck up things. Always.." he said desolately, and unless that was a ‘cry-for-attention' 


show, he was really devastated. "That's why he.. they.. no one stays." 


It crossed my mind, at that exact moment, that his problem wasn't me. | was simply his outlet. 


" Would you like to talk to me?" | spurred him on, in order to break the ice, willing to help him open up, even 


though there was a risk of hearing things | could not un-hear. 


i Why would you want that? | humiliated you. | made you feel like shit!" 


" | don't mind! | suppose that's life.. Everyone gets hurt, one way or another! People do things they regret 
afterwards, they talk badly, they give false hope to others, they fuck the wrong person and make up their 
minds later, they cheat on their partners... IT doesn't render them evil automatically.. Just frustrated. 


Confused. Immature. Maybe stupid. All these together.” 


" Nicely said, Mathias.. Stop fucking being so awesome..." he murmured and blushed, but leaned towards me. He 
looked gorgeous, helpless, and shy, eyes downcast.. His lips were perfectly shaped and half open, prompting me 
to kiss them! They were puffy, swollen with - | don't know - desire, perhaps? His urge to be caressed and 


loved. 


" You are so fucking perfect!" | exclaimed and snuggled my face closer to his. "You know that", and our 


foreheads touched. 


He smiled humbly, his heartwarming smile lighting up his face, and patted my thigh nervously, canting 
ambivalently towards me. If the previous fiasco hadn't taken place, like ever, | would believe that he wanted to 
kiss me. However it had, so | was cautious of another possible rebuff. 


" What do you want, Alexi?" | asked him at last when he nuzzled my shoulder. 


" Dunno.."; he murmured, but continued rubbing his face against me. 


" Are you cold?" 


" That, too." His lips brushed my neck. 


" You know that this is potentially dangerous.." | dared a hand on the back of his head, savoring the texture of 


his siky hair under my fingertips for a brief moment, before retracting my advances. 


"Mmmhmm.." and he suddenly leapt onto my lap, with one leg on either side of my body. 


" „| don't get you, man.." | said finally, reciprocating his bold approach. "But | fucking like you.." and grabbed his 
small hips, squeezing him delightfully, maneuvering his legs appropriately, so that his body settled perfectly on 
my lap and felt cozy and comfortable against my groin 


He didn't fight me this time; on the contrary, he purred like a horny cat, nibbling on my neck, pecking my skin 
sweetly, grinding sluggishly over my crotch, putting me on fire. How was | supposed to keep my self-restraint? 


" Are you on drugs, dude?" | asked him, still doubtful of what was happening. 


" | wanna feel you.." he whispered sensually in my ear and breathed deeply, letting out a small moan that made 
my cock poke obstinately at the confines of my tight underwear. | took in a lungful of the salty air and slipped 
my palms into his pants - which were actually my pants, quite baggy for his petite build - rubbing them over 


his perky buttocks. He wasn't wearing any underwear. 


| groaned with the rising desire and pried his thighs apart, shamelessly, like splitting a peach in two. There was 
no chance he would miss my rock-hard erection, pressing at his balls and whatever was there, from beneath. | 
wanted to fuck him so hard. 


" Please.." | started to implore, but he kissed me, shutting me up, for fear words spoiled the magic of the 


moment. 


He kissed me hungrily this time, fumbling desperately between my thighs to check the responsiveness of my 
body - and upon finding the solid, sturdy trophy for his effort, he lunged forward, crashing into me with his 
whole weight, his hands still clutching firmly at my shaft. | ran my middle finger - no pun intended - along his 
crevice, tracing his butthole, and then | pierced him. His body gave way easily, and soon my finger was 
strangled by the clench of his muscles. 


Alexi lowered my pants and boxers with his free hand hastily, down to my ankles, exposing my hardness to the 
northern wind. It was chilly for early August, but | didn't mind it at alll No sooner had | felt the sticky floor of 
the deck on my bare ass, than his hot mouth engulfed my full length, licking and sucking my cock like a 
popsicle. The soft sensation of his mouth around my erection was intoxicating. It was something | wasn't 
offered so often, but secretly craved for and definitely appreciated. | wanted to thrust deeper into him, fuck 
his throat harder, but tried to be gentle. He was so good at giving head - or | was positively predisposed. | 
stuck another finger into his delicate hole, stroking fervently his inner anatomy, eliciting his spontaneous moans. 


He seemed to enjoy himself. He was equally desperate to be fucked - just like me. 


" Fuck, you are so tight." | muttered. 


" And you are so fucking hard... | wanna-" 


" Yes! Yes, please!" 


With an abrupt yank of my hand out of his body, | removed his obstructing pants and sat him hard onto my 
erect dick. Like that. No lub but for his saliva, no further preparation He froze still, startled, maybe in pain by 
the shearing force, and then he responded to my intentions by rocking his thighs in sync with my thrusts. Our 
mouths met again ferociously, our front teeth clashed precariously. | had never thought he would feel so 
perfect - that fucking a man would actually feel so perfect! Maybe it was just his body, toned and tight, at a 


manageable size and so painfully attractive... 


He pushed me back, against the metal wall behind me, while | kept fucking him and he eased himself on his 
haunches, fully embedding my shaft in his thin body. | pictured the oblong, massive shape probing its way 


through his intestines, like a baby during an ultrasound scan, and | moaned with perverse desire. He gasped 

sensually and | groaned like a pig. The sensation was mind-blowing. Then, slightly tilting backwards he detached 
his lips from mine while keeping his damned, fucking azure eyes transfixed on mine and used his left hand to 
grope me from behind, between my half-open thighs. Without further notice, he pressed his wiry finger into 


my ass. | was too occupied to react. 


That fucking hurt! Well, that's what anal sex is, after all, | guess. | grunted and thrust deeper. My lower 
muscles tensed momentarily because of the unexpected intrusion, but this didn't make him stop. Instead, he 
ploughed me with one more finger, keeping the same pace as me, to penetrate him. It was hot and sexy - and 
his expert guitar fingers tapped and picked at the strings of my body (and mind) and made my dick twitch 
harder inside of him, finding the target, driving me torturously to my limits. 


| exploded into him and he followed suit a few moments later, spattering me with his cum. And that was it. A 
firecracker that expanded in time, usurping every intellectual molecule | might have ever possessed! | lay 
‘dismantled and exhausted, half naked on the filthy deck, spread-eagled, gazing straight at the galaxy and the 
millions of stars above us like the imbecile, depleted of any vital signs. Alexi curled in my embrace, and | 
squeezed him in my arms. That was pure bliss! If there was a paradise, then sure that's what it would feel 
and look and taste like! We had paid for a private cabin, with real beds, only to fuck in a filthy, public, open 


space, risking getting caught by a wandering steward or a lurking perv - but it was damn worth it. 


" My.goa" | exclaimed and gaped at the immensity of the night sky. | was still experiencing the afterglow of the 


comet-Alexi's passing, burning within my lust. 


| closed my eyes, grateful for the experience. 


But | was forced to open them shortly after, feeling too much wind surrounding my semi-nakedness. 


--2-- 
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Alexi was standing against the railing, his naked bum on full display, as he hadn't bothered to put his pants 
back on. My cum was dripping down his lean thighs, thick and white, but he didn't seem to bother. For some 
reason, | found the spectacle disturbing, shaming; a proof that | had done something inappropriate to him. A 
cigarette was dangling gracefully from his left hand, every now and again being lifted up to his mouth, followed 
by a murky cloud of smoke that was forcefully dispersed by the wind. That same wind tousled his angelic hair, 
precious golden strands partaking in a violent dance around his head. He was attractive. Alexi was always 
wondrous to explore - and | was completely lame with my poetic attempts to describe him; sounding like a girl 
in puberty, drooling over the picture of her favorite rock idol, and waiting for the day he would cast his 
glimpse on her... Disgusting. 


However, showing his assets to whoever might be watching - even god himself - wasn't a good idea, although 


he genuinely seemed comfortable with being naked. 


" OK, Laiho, lets go to our cabin’, | broke the silence, "before we catch a cold" 


He didn't respond immediately, so | shot to my feet. | pulled up my trousers and boxers, trying to ignore the 
sticky mess of our sex smeared all over my belly and hands, and approached him tentatively. He was sulky, 
submerged in darkness. He looked lost and desolate. Again. 


"OK, dude, you have a nice ass.. Now cover it!" | spanked him playfully and he scoffed but followed my 
suggestion without commenting. His mouth was contorted into an arch of pain - or disgust; depending on the 


perspective. "Hey, what's wrong again now?" | asked, meaning, please, dont fuck my high 


" „lFs.. You were so hard and.. sturdy.. And | needed this - damn, how much | needed this.." he muttered 
apologetically, looking up to the sky as if confiding his sin to god. 


What did he mean by these words? Of course, | was ‘hard and sturdy’ - | craved him, it was no secret, | was 


desperate to fuck him! Was it something unheard of, to him? 


" | couldn't resist, you were there for me, ready.. big and full.. and now.." he went on confessing, avoiding visual 


contact with me. 


" | don't know if | like these words", | said and stood by his side, our shoulders touching. 


He turned around, disoriented, and gave me a pleading stare. His eyes were glistening with tears he was 


struggling to withhold. 


" |. [have fucked it up!" he gasped and choked, panic-stricken. 


" | wouldn't use that verb this way.. You were fucked - sure.. And it was hot as helll" | jested - oblivious to 
his escalating distress - but it was in my urge to dismiss the negative signals and the ominous vibes of 


remorse. 


"Hmmm... Sex? Taking it up the ass? What do we call it?" | tried to tease him again, obviously unsuccessfully, 
as he shuddered with terror. 


Well, | wasn't as funny as | thought - maybe because | was fucking stressed and embarrassed, too? Beware, 
red-alert! Crisis ahead. He started to pull his hair in grief, which was unnerving, or even offensive to watch. | 


hurried to explain myself and my awkward, stupid attempts to.. hmm.. amuse him: 


" OK, that was a silly joke. Really, an awful joke! Please, stop it.. Don't act like that again! Let's go to our room 
and we can talk it through, alright?" | implored and he nodded. 


He acted like a scolded child, clinging to my footsteps and it was weird that | was suddenly assigned the role of 
the ‘responsible and ‘mature’ one. The fuck | was! | was barely twenty-four, ignorant, nervous, always looked 
down on by others, if not harassed by my idolized guitarist, and bewildered but damn, so euphoric at that 
moment! Was this the recipe for maturity? Christ! Someone had to take on that graceless role, though and 
Alexi didn't seem to be that someone! He wasn't able to do anything (apart from straddling me and opening his 
legs to engulf me). On our way to the cabin, | bought us a couple of beers from the deserted bar at the 


upper lounge. | thought we would need them - and we had a long trip ahead of us. 


" Now, lets talk | need to know what the hell is going onl" was the first thing | demanded, once behind the 
safety of our locked door. 


He squatted on the floor and cracked a beer open. | followed his example, taking in a long gulp. He wasn't that 
talkative - rather the opposite. Not in the socializing mood. | hesitated, but sat down, beside him, avoiding any 
physical contact for fear he might panic. 


" Was it that bad?" | softened my tone timidly after a few minutes of loud silence. "I feel guilty for enjoying 
what we did..." 


" No. It was perfect. It was.. Hell, it was perfect", he admitted, finally letting a few teardrops flow unrestrained. 


" Was it your first time then?" | asked dubiously and he shook his head emphatically, without looking at me, 


confirming my doubts. | never thought he would be a virgin "Then why are you crying?" 


" Because you did what Janne couldn't do for me. And l'm in love with Janne!" 


Janne? What? What the hell was that, now? 


" Janne?! Your keyboardist?" | croaked, appalled and he nodded. | knew something was going on with that damn 


fucker. "And you're in love with... him?" 


" We are together.. Or were. Dunno anymore." 


" Jesus fucking Christ..." 


Did | say that | needed a cigarette? Make that ten! However, Laiho shifted into another mood - the confiding 
kind - so no chance of that fucking cigarette; | wanted to listen to what he'd have to say: 


" He wouldn't even ..get it up for me - you know.." and motioned explicitly. He blushed with shame - and | 
couldn't help reciprocating the feeling. "As if we hadn't done it before. Everything used to work fine.. The 
communication.. The sex - perfect! l.. We.. We were so close.. We were in love. And now? He doesn't fancy me 
anymore - that's what it means, right? | know what it means if | can't get it up and go all soft when.. you 


know-" 


" -Yeah, yeah | know", | blurted, mostly to stop that awkward detail of our conversation 


He didn't grasp my tone, though. He needed to talk. So | let him. 


" Damn, | feel like shit for saying this.. It's so embarrassing.. But | can't talk about that to anyonel It's so 
humiliating for Janne, and it makes me sound like a jerk.. Which | am. | make him appear impotent... But, fuck, he 


blaming me for that! He says it's my fault for stressing him, for making him nervous by showing my 
disappointment if he doesn't.. you know.. function and be erect at the crucial moment.. He even blames me for 
socializing with other people and getting drunk and disrespectful’, and he air quoted, so as to place an ironic 
emphasis on the word, "as if he doesn't drink himself into a stupor all the time! He accuses me of all the shit 
that happens between us. It even disturbs him that | am a man.. Like, he didn't know that already! And alright, 
| get it, its nothing to be proud of, it's shocking and embarrassing, to have this thing down there, dangling 
between us-", and he smacked his crotch with contempt, but | gripped him: 


" No, don't! l.. | don't mind at all that thing dangling down there! I-" and blushed, ashamed of showing such 


extreme eagerness to accept him. 


" You don't?" he was almost surprised. "You see? Here comes youl Eager. Willing and damn fucking hard - for 
me! For me! You show me that you like me! You stay hard all the way till the end! | never felt worried about 
failing, while we fucked and | really, really enjoyed sex so much with you.. Oohhh, god.. At least you fancy me. 


l'm not an off-putting spectacle you need to blame to excuse your insufficiency!" and stifled a desperate sob. 


His words were harsh and poignant. | wouldn't like to be in this stupid Janne's place, for no reason! | was 
shocked by the crudeness of Alexi's descriptions and the vile outburst against his own self, but it was obvious 
that he was hurt and frustrated. And in love - that's why he acted so erratically. | pulled him closer and 
comforted him with sappy compliments such as "you are so perfect, you're wonderful, and | love your body..." 
Which were true. Not to boast about it, but | could get it up for him even at that delicate moment, feeding 
off his desperate need to be desired, wanted, showing him that | was the right one, | was there for him - take 
me, fuck me, use me, rape me, l'm all yours! But | put a leash on my excitement, adhering to common sense. It 


would only make things worse, even a dumb could see that. 


"Its just crystal clear to me that he doesn't like me anymore! | feel so.. humiliated.. To approach him in a 


kinky way, you know - and earn a shrinking, miserable thing... | can't hide my feelings from him, | fucking love 


him and it hurts that I'm not that good for him anymore.." he went on, hiding his face in his palms and all | 
could think about was Samuli again. 


He was always ready to do this to me, eager and hard - and ill-willed | had once wished that he would get all 
soft and lose his rigidity at the crucial moment when he would eventually realize that | was just a guy with a 
‘dangling thing down there’, shocked and not necessarily compliant with what he was asking me to do. And he 

would humiliate himself in front of me - because | found it humiliating, not being able to fuck my target! But 


no. He never failed He was brimming with lewd excitement all the time. 


And | got hard in the end, only to humiliate myself in front of him. The last nail in the coffin - that | actually 
enjoyed being fucked. | had transformed from a cringy boy into a horny slut in just a couple of minutes. Yeah. 


Amazing record. 


| thought it gave Samuli sickly pleasure to hurt me and demean me that way. Using me as his whore, under 
his command. | wouldn't protest anymore. Not openly. | just wanted him to want me, to find me useful and 
value me. | wanted us to have this unique bond, certain bands, such as Children of Bodom, shared. Perhaps my 
naive mind registered that need of mine as sexual - no, emotional - attraction for him. | mean, | liked him, he 
is a handsome man, it pleased me to see him dressed up for our shows, marching on the stage with his sexy 
guitar and floating long blond hair. | admired him, which is pretty confusing when it has to do with matters of 
the heart. And | was horny. Only after meeting fragile, little Laiho, did | understand that | was somehow 
suffering from a variation of the Stockholm syndrome, (yeah, let's honor my Swedish descent, right?) getting 
attached to my offender. 


" It doesn't mean that he really wants you if he always gets hard for you.." | whispered my personal 
confession to him. "It doesn't mean that he loves you if he can fuck you and dominate you for his own, sick 
reasons. Come on - you know that! Haven't you ever fucked someone you don't have feelings for? Maybe.. 
Maybe this stupid Janne is really stressed and worried about you.. Maybe he is still frustrated about desiring 
someone with ‘that thing dangling down there’ instead of a pretty set of boobs. Its not that easy to accept 
being ‘different'- don't deny it! Maybe he loves you so much and wants to be adequate for you, you know - 
the only one - so he gets nervous around you when you are surrounded by so many fans, boys and girls, who 
would die for you. And eventually loses his rigidity, fearing that he will lose you if he doesn't prove himself to 
be the best of all and fuck you properly. Maybe he is jealous of your hype, or stressed, that he can't reach 
you. Or, maybe l'm just talking shit and nonsense so you're better off ignoring me.." | muttered and he turned 


his pretty head to face me directly. 


" What? Can you please repeat?" 


" Oh, Alexi... I'm tired", | tried to avoid what | had just said, too scared to open up to him and admit my own 


fears and worries. 


It wouldn't take a lot of coaxing to break down my defenses and release the word vomit. 


" No, you said something that sounded reasonable. Encouraging. You really believe that he might love me?" 


" | don't want to talk more about it, OK? Go figure it out with him. | just... | just shared a thought. Most likely 


I'm wrong." 


" Your words were nice, though." 


" Yeah, | am a nice guy after all.. | don't bite." | punned bitterly and held my head in both hands, trying to 


conceal my scrunched face from his scrutinizing blue stare. 


There was a long pause that let all my inner demons party in my head. Damn, | needed that cigarette. And a 
beer. No, a whole bottle of whiskey. | wanted that guy so much, but it was all in vain. All he cared about was 


whether Janne wanted him! He was unattainable. And now, | couldn't contain myself. 


" He forced you, didn't he?" Alexi asked tenderly and more calmly, breaking the heavy silence, a few minutes 


later. 


" Huh?" 


"He raped you, didn't he?" 


"You don't even know who that He is.." | retorted. 


"Its that tall, sour guy.. Samuli, correct me if I'm wrong." 


| hated that it was so obvious that even a fucking drunkard could see that! 


" You don't know what you are talking about!" | clammed up, trying to rebuff him in any possible way, make 
him shut up. 


"Its the way he looks at you. Possessive and lewd." 


" Stop it!" 


" That's not love. It's not the same! You're his toy" 


" Yeah? But he is always so fucking hard and ready to fuck me! You see? So stop it!" | yelled at him and finally 


burst into tears. 


" l'm sorry", he ended up saying. 


" Stop it, | said. Are you deaf or what?!" 


" l'm a brainless whore. That's what | am.." he said with dismay and stood up. "I'm sorry for everything. 
Perhaps | should just ..cease to exist, disappear and relieve the people surrounding me of my annoying 


existence..." 


" Cut that bullshit, alright? It's not true.. You know that.." | sniffled. 


But he didn't listen to me. He was already possessed by his demons. He took his cigarettes and his beer and 
left our cabin. Perhaps | should go after him, in case he did something atrocious to himself, but | didn't have 
the courage to do it. To bring him back and keep him in my arms. | was disheveled, a wreck, psychologically. | 
crawled into the shower and let the water soak me and cleanse me of the cum and the grime, and the 
emotional filth, while | was sobbing freely, my groans hushed by the swoosh of the shower. It was easier that 


way. No one would know. | was alone. And twice as fucked-up, than before Wacken had taken place. 
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| woke up quite early. | was naked, lying prostrate on my bed and Alexi was on his side, to my left, his tiny 
figure slack against my body, my weight somehow pinning him on the mattress. | had my arm around him, 
holding him firmly, like a stuffed animal, because the bed was fairly narrow. His angelic hair was messy and 
tangled - and he was naked as well. | noticed that he was hard; a beautiful, pale, rigid cock adorned his lower 
torso, adding some ..intensity to his phenomenal tranquility. He was experiencing the subconscious euphoria the 
body needs to run its morning, functional tests - and he looked goddamn spectacular. | couldn't stop gazing at 
him and fondling tenderly the immaculate skin of his shoulders and back. He shifted to a supine position, 
breathing in deeply, his boner twitching straight and full on his flat belly now. | was tempted to touch him and 
prolong this internal mandatory procedure by contributing my hand or my mouth, or.. | forced myself to stop 
fantasizing and restricted my advances to simply admiring him - and getting inevitably horny. My fingers over 
the tip of my shaft barely provided me some relief. 


I'm not sure how long it took watching him silently, in that state; not that long, | suppose. Suddenly Alexi 
groaned and stretched his body, arching his back. He was waking up. His beautiful eyes opened languidly onto 
mine and | smiled at him. He smiled back. Then his groggy gaze travelled over my naked body. | felt a bit 
embarrassed; | must have looked scary, gaping at him greedily and greeting him like a satyr with an erect dick 
in his face! His eyes widened momentarily. Then he noticed his own erection, springing forth in my direction and 


he blushed, lowering his eyes. 


"Hts OK.." | hurried to comfort him and he grunted. 


| thought he would jump off the bed and hiss, like a scared cat. Yet, he surprised me by rolling to his side and 
crashing onto me, his face almost kissing my crotch, which was perhaps inappropriate, after, well.. last night. 
He didn't seem concerned, though. Without looking at me, he rocked his hips on my leg sensually, getting off by 
the mere friction with my hairy skin, and gripped me by my waist to haul his body closer. | could feel his 
hard-on pressing against my thigh leaking a humid, sticky trail onto me and | shivered. The sensation was damn 
hot. | realized how much | ached for any kind of touch, no matter how gross that might be. | returned the .. 
affectionate gesture and soon, we were grinding against each other, getting off with the heat of our hungry 
bodies, slithering together, groping and palpating each other shamelessly, eager for more. 


| would comprehend his confusion, if he ever put it into words for me - battling between a failing lover, for 
whom he was still nurturing strong feelings, and a new, healthier prospect, with a stranger, like me. Dealing 
with the clashing feelings of desire and disappointment, lust and guilt, hope and frustration, grasping at loose 
ends to save what can be saved - yet being offered the missing element abundantly. My body was already 
giving him the green light. He needn't have any doubts at alll For the time being, at least - just to be cautious, 
in case | suffered Janne's fate.. Didn't say that out loud, of course - didn't even dare to open my mouth and 
poison the promising atmosphere. All that mattered was that | was eager for him, and it would be a pity not 
to take advantage of something offered for free! However, | let him make the first move, as | didn't want to 
press him into something untimely, which he would eventually regret. He was vulnerable, his mood volatile - so 


were his emotions. 


"| see you've slept well." | remarked in a playful tone. 


" Mmmm.. It's always better when you sleep next to someone... a living, breathing body..." 


" Just this? Am | just a cuddly body? A teddy bear?" 


" Well, you also talk.. Unlike a teddy bear. You smell nice, too... clean and perfumed, also unlike a teddy bear. You 


look fit and healthy.. and hot. Very hot.." he murmured while randomly stroking my body. 


" Unlike a teddy bear", | added and we chuckled. "Is this enough?" 


" Well, it is important." and he paused thoughtfully. "Listen, | know | fucked it up yesterday... | made you feel 
like shit. l-" but | stopped him. 


" Please, let's not have the same talk.. | get it. | really do, even if it upsets me!" 


" Oh.. | thought you'd like an explanation.. But, ok. Let's just... lets just enjoy the moment, then No remorse, 
just be cool.. Let's just be ourselves." Alexi said, baffled. "Its ridiculous to talk about.. you know... while I'm like, 
you know.. this.. here, with youl" he motioned nervously at his naked, horny body and | smiled at him. 


" Well, sometimes things are not what they seem. | must keep that in mind when I'm with you", | said sharply, 
but still leant in and kissed him. "I guess I'll take the risk" 


He returned the kiss greedily. 


" Sorry.. Uh.. | can't deny your body... l.. | fucking want youl" he admitted, clutching at my erect member as if 
it was something forbidden, flushing red like a beetroot. Cursing like a fiend, blushing like a virgin. That's what 


Alexi Laiho was. 


Our erections touched and it was electrocuting. | grabbed both our shafts in my hands and stroked us 
simultaneously, at the same sluggish pace. He huffed and moaned and lay paralyzed, utterly surrendered in my 
arms. So vulnerable, so hot. | wouldn't risk any penetration; a handjob or a blowjob could work just fine, without 
becoming too intimate, too intrusive.. too personal. Maybe I'm old-fashioned - or naive - but I've always 
thought that sex is the actual penetration, the point of no return, no forgiveness; the literal union, and not the 
substitutes, foreplay, handjobs, blowjobs, or whatever that might lead to culmination. | did enjoy all these, but 
as long as | wouldn't get ‘inside’, | remained innocent! | craved him, and I'd willingly fuck him again, tearing those 
slender legs apart the traditional way, but then he would possibly panic and my confidence would plummet into 
hell. | didn't want to fool myself that | could have him, or that he would belong to me afterwards. Most likely 


he would shy away and turn against his own self. | wouldn't like him to hate me, eventually. He needed time. 


Just like | needed time. OK, | was not tied to some precarious emotional situation like him (or, was |, after all?), 


but still, all this was uncharted territory for me, and had to assimilate the facts. 


His quivering voice stopped my train of thought: 


" Fuck me... Please..?" 


| was startled. He sounded desperate. | had to become the annoying voice of logic, again. The ‘mature’ one. | 


clenched my teeth and said halfheartedly: 


" No, Alexi.. | won't, no matter how much I'd love to...” 


He didn't expect my answer. 


" Why not? Is it because of- Oh, please... please?!" he implored. 


" But | will finish us of fl" 


" s not enough..." he slurred and ground against me hard, burying his face in my hair. | put a finger in his 
mouth to silence his coaxing pleas to sway me. He sucked me with all his might, an intoxicating demonstration 


of his oral qualifications. 


" | promise you'll like it!" | whispered and yanked my finger out of his mouth and into his eager, tight ass, while 
| was still stroking us both with my other hand. | quickened the pace. 


He murmured helplessly and moaned and opened up to me, kept nothing to himself; all his needy feelings, his 
belittling pleas, his most vulnerable side, his sensitive spots, his broken heart - everything was offered to me, 
to use, even abuse, as | wished. Watching him writhe under my manual tricks, | worked us to completion with 
confident strokes - confidence that derived from his overly exciting response. We both came hard on his belly 
and my palm, and | collapsed onto him, not caring whether my weight might crush him. Huh, | thought he sort 
of deserved it, after all, for being so fucking cute and hot. Mischievous little brat. He looked so gorgeous when 
he was fucked 


"Let's have a cigarette..." | heard him mumbling from ..below, a few minutes later, as | was dozing off 


dangerously on top of him, pressing him with my inert weight on the mattress. 


| pulled away and headed for the shower. 


" Ill also need some clothes.. Can | borrow yours?" he asked me cutely again and | showed him my bag so that 


he could pick anything clean he could fit in. | was just taller than him - otherwise, we were the same build. 


In less than half an hour, we were sitting on the deck right outside our cabin floor, relishing that cigarette and 
a coffee, gazing at the Finnish sea. | could see the solid form of our destination approaching, signifying the end 
of our cruise. | looked at him as he was smoking silently and wondered, what would follow next. Would we ever 
speak to each other again’? Have sex? Hang out for.. whatever? Was there something connecting us after all? 
He was wearing my Six Feet Under T-shirt and my black cargo shorts - damn, | wanted them back, at least! 


" [ll wash your clothes and return them to you, once we are home. We could meet if you want-" he guessed 


my thoughts and | was too eager to answer him: 


"-That would be fine. Yes." 


" You know... This... Janne will be picking me up from the port. He was adamant, so..." 


" Oh, | see", it dawned on me. "I won't say anything. It's between us. | know." 


" I's not that | didn't enjoy-" 


" No, | get it. | won't tell anyone. It's our secret...” 


"It's our private resort. Whenever l'm feeling down, I'll think about this trip. Whatever happens, we've still got 


Wacken. No one can take it away." he blabbered and | became emotional. 


| struggled to keep that bold tear from falling, puffing my cigarette, gulping my coffee, but it was futile. The 
tear finally trickled, breaking the dam for more tears to pour down my cheeks, and Alexi certainly took notice 


of this humiliating psychological stance. He frowned. 


i Hey!" 


" „And, by the way, what's so special about him, huh?" | managed to ask. 


" Janne?" 


" Yeah, that." 


" | dunno, man.. Maybe nothing - maybe he's nothing special at all, you know. But for me, he is the whole 
world. The one. With him, | am complete... Sappy, huh?" 


" Fuck you, Laiho. Fuck you and your sappiness and your private resort.. Fuck you.." | said and gasped. "l'm 


already feeling down and we haven't even reached land yet Fuck you... 


He placed an arm around my shoulders and pulled me in for a hug. He was tense, tentative. Apparently, he 
didn't expect that last part of my outburst. | could smell his deodorant and fruity shampoo and couldn't resist 
anymore. | kissed him restlessly on the mouth, breaching his lips apart to invade him again and taste that 
cigarette and coffee. He responded to my kiss, to my surprise, not caring if there were witnesses around. We 
kissed for some time and it was packed with emotion. | caressed him affectionately and didn't want it to end. 
But then | thought | caught some movement out of the corner of my eye, so | pulled away from the kiss, stil 
piercing him with my eyes, insatiable because of his beauty, tucking a long blond strand behind his ear. 


" Damn, you are addictive." | confessed and he blushed. "Don't be shy, it's OK. As you said, we've still got 


Wacken. | know where your heart lies." and he smirked. 


He had to face his "heart issues" pretty soon, a task that I'd soon have to confront as well. | had to face my 
issues with Samuli - but, you see, | had suddenly grown so detached from him as if | had taken a step 
forward and away from our insidious interaction during those last days, that what he had done to me didn't 
even bother me anymore! As if meeting Laiho had obliterated Samuli's offensive impact on me and | was 
suddenly freed.. | didn't feel like prolonging that charade or allowing him to take advantage of my insecurities. | 
mean, maybe | should talk sensibly to him, and just reject him, in case he cornered me again Sex should be 


consensual. | was already falling ‘out of love’ with him. 


| noticed my group at the far end of the deck where we were sitting, and they were heading in our direction 
They joined us for a cigarette. Alexi propped himself against the wall, pulling off a more nonchalant demeanor, 
and revealing nothing of the sensitive side he had disclosed to me. | followed his example, grinning awkwardly at 


my mates, casting furtive glances at Alexi, who remained mostly silent. 


" There you are.. Did you sleep well, you, beauty queens?" Mikael asked while Samuli was studying our faces. 


" Fresh like roses, can't you see?! Ready for a fashion magazine cover!" Sami added playfully and all laughed 
amused, lighthearted. 


| didn't have the opportunity to isolate Alexi and continue this conversation | wanted to confess so many things 


to him, but | just needed some spurring, which was impossible to get. 


As he said, Janne was waiting for him at the port. The lanky, long-haired guy bore an anguished expression on 
his face. | wanted to punch him black and blue. He didn't even greet us - only grabbed Alexi by the arm and 
pulled him, like a parent hauling their naughty boy away. Dick! By the look on Alexi's face, | guess they would 
have a looong night. He gave me a terrified, desperate glance instead of goodbye and then he followed his 
master. | closed my eyes bitterly. Jealousy was already twisting my guts. 


Samuli's hand on my shoulder made me open them up again. 


"You came closer with the Laiho boy, didn't you?" he asked me. 


" Yeah. He's a nice guy. Very polite." 


" Polite?" 
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Back to normal life, | suppose, summer in Finland. Strolling along the beach in my hometown on the western 
coast of the country, amidst my Swedish kin. A happy family reunion, with barbeque and beers, joking with my 
sisters, teasing our mom, small kids playing in my parents’ yard.. Long light nights with the humid sea breeze 
tousling my hair and some vague plans on clipping the split ends on the first opportunity. A nagging feeling of 
anticipation that makes people unreasonably happy. August didn't seem to be ending any time soon. | felt lonelier 
than ever. | mostly sought the refuge of my old bedroom in the attic, overlooking the western sea. | would be 
sitting by the window, puffing a few cigarettes on my own, lost within my thoughts, until my mom discovered 
me and ask me to smoke outside, or preferably not at alll Yeah, no chance of that, mom. My mind was 
obstinately glued on Alexi - and then on Alexi and Janne. | was coming up with sensual scenarios of the two of 


them in bed, Janne on top of him, fucking him fervently, only to become upset with my merciless imagination. 


Would he be hugging him? Kissing his tender lips, tearing them apart to rummage in his mouth? Would Alexi 
yield his body up to him the way he had done to me? What a question - of course, he would. He would have 
already done that, years before he had even considered my existence.. They would have fucked ugly and hard, 


Janne slapping his buttocks, pulling him by his hair, and groping his clean-shaven face with his agile fingers, 
while Alexi would be groaning, ecstatic! And, would Janne have finally approached him? „Shown him some 
interest, some affection? Mended their issues? Would they have restored their sexual discrepancies? Would he 
fuck him harder than me - and would Alexi call out his name imploringly? Would he cry afterwards? Swallow 
his cum, manipulate his balls and grind and roll over him overexcited and bulging with unbridled sex hormones? 
Ooh, so many damned questions - and torturing images! Alexi was nowhere around - he had vanished, and 
with him, | had lost my Six Feet Under T-shirt, my favorite shorts, a pair of black sweatpants, and my black 
NIKE hoodie. 


Should | call him first? Go after him, using the excuse of the clothes, just to hear him? Renew the flame with 


a fresher version of him? 


He called me, though, two weeks after we were back. He hadn't forgotten all about me as | believed My heart 
fluttered in my chest upon seeing his name - “Alexi Laiho" - flash on the screen of my cell phone. We were at 
the family table, having dinner all together with my parents and sisters. | guess everybody noticed my gloomy 
face suddenly lighting up and my stiff body hastily launching upwards. | bumped a few glasses of wine and 


some cutlery in my haste, to find a private corner where | could answer undisturbed. | could feel their 


meaningful stares and whispers "Någon tjej? Ny flickvan..? #" Hmmm.. Girlfriend? Yeah, sure.. 


" Hey, dude.. | have your stuff! Finally, | managed to get some laundry done, you know.. - haha!" Alexi's voice 
sounded like music on the other side of the line. 


" Well, better late than never! At least it's still the same month and year... 
" Wanra go out for a beer?" 
" That sounds perfect." 


So we arranged to meet at a rock pub in Helsinki that had a private backyard. | had to drive for three hours 
to see him, but obviously didn't tell him so, for fear he felt remorseful for putting me into so much trouble. | 
was playing Roy Orbinson's "I drove all night" - just to be near you - in my car, singing passionately along in an 


Elvis Presley manner, anxious about our meeting, but still very excited. 


He was waiting for me, sitting on a barstool in the aforementioned backyard, Motley Crue's "Kickstart my 
heart" playing loud from the speakers - imbuing me with some courage. He was nibbling a bottle of Corona, 
nodding to the rhythm, looking just gorgeous. He was wearing a Poison T-shirt and green cargo shorts, 
numerous chains hanging from the hoops of his studded belt, his hair loose on his shoulders. He looked relaxed, 
rested, and sober. His black-rimmed eyes burned bright green-blue and he had an expression of modesty on 
his face that made him look younger, smaller. When he saw me, he granted me his charming smile. | felt 
wobbly on my legs. | wondered - had he missed me at all? | bought myself a beer from the bar and sat beside 


him. 


"My mom did the laundry and the ironing - | stayed at their place in Espoo for a few days to rest and 


recharge my batteries." he explained as | took a long sip. 


| couldn't help smirking like | had Tourette's, all my tics and quirks at their peak, because of the immense 


tension. 
" You look good", | said finally and lit a cigarette to cover up my nervousness. 
"Mom's food and love." 


" | thought it was Janne's effect" | said sourly and his bright eyes were instantly shadowed. | regretted being 


so brusque. 

" We're- Oh, why bother you.." he muttered and motioned dismissively in the air. 
"Im sorry.. | shouldn't be criticizing..." 

" No, its OK. | mean.. We had our something. You are entitled to ask, you know.. 


" Ive been thinking about you all the time. | know, it's lame, but | wouldn't be honest if | didn't tell you.. So that 


you know.." | confessed my belittling feelings, risking scaring him away. But, better if he ran away now. 
He simply blushed and gave me a humble smile. 


" lt was a very special moment for both, | guess. We both needed.. you know what. | hope you are in a better 


place than before.." he said. 


" Are you? Does this apply to you as well? Have things been fixed, between you and him?" | blurted impatiently, 
spitting out the pronoun referring to my despicable rival with disgust, and the clouds of distress obscured his 


eyes agai n. 


" Janne dumped me. | talked to him about ..you know... us. And our issues, you know. He said he wanted to get 
some normalcy - that's how he put it. Normalcy. He was tired and stressed and was worried that he 
wouldn't.. you know.. function, like ever! He even went to a doctor! | think what he wanted was a girlfriend to 
feel normal again - boobs and a tight cunt without embarrassing ..dangling things, and he wanted to distance 
himself from me.. You see, he says it's me who's caused him all his problems.. He says l'm like a tornado. All | 
bring is chaos and destruction. Sweet, huh?" Alexi smirked momentarily, striving hard to keep his semblance, 
but | could see his lower lip quiver - the first stage before bursting into tears. "He even dates a girl now - a 


stupid blonde." 


" Oh. l'm sorry.” | didn't know what else to say at that delicate moment. 


" Yeah.. | mean.. I'm sorry, too. I'm not a curvy, juicy bimbo, to turn him on - l'm a fucked-up weirdo, with a 
flat body, like a wooden plank, no boobs but - surprise - with a functioning dick, and, oh, so eager to take it up 


in the ass-" 

" -Stop it, Alexi! Please! Stop blaming yourself.” 

" Well, its true anyway.. | look like shit and cause trouble to those | hang out with.. Even you." 

" You are fucked-up, indeed, but that makes you speciall Unique Alexi.. We are all fucked-up in the head, none 
is perfect. Everyone is responsible for their own shit..." | said emphatically. "Even Janne! He is not the innocent 
one!" and we paused to digest the gist of this conversation. 

What was he trying to do? Did he need some confirmation? Did he want sex, knowing that | was available for 
him, to fill in his lover's gap? Perhaps he was indeed a troublemaker, wreaking havoc wherever he passed, 
breaking hearts only to feel desired and loved. 

On the other hand, he might be feeling lonely. He might be on the verge of depression after the break-up and 
might need the human interaction and the novelty that another person brings into his life. He had every right 
to seek some company, make new friends. That could be me. And, no, maybe it wasn't just sex he was looking 
for - it may be simple human contact! A beer buddy to comment on old, AOR ballads. Nothing wrong with 
that, right? 


| was torn in two, weighing each option, which would be less severe for me. My face might have borne a 


perturbed look, for he broke the silence suddenly, with just another disconsolate remark. 

" Oh, | am being an asshole; | shouldn't be burdening you with my shit, knowing-... 

" Maybe that's why you're talking to me. You know that | want you.." 

" | don't wanna use you." 

" Use me? Is that how it works for you?" | asked him really curious. 

He puffed his cigarette, taking a few deep draws, exhaling a big plume of smoke, his face contemplative. 

" Yes and no. The fact that you like me makes things easier, an obvious choice, even on a friendly level. But it's 
always welcome to flirt and have a nice time, you know.. And | really like you, otherwise, | wouldn't let you, 
y'know... do things with.. - what | mean is that | don't think you're stupid or repulsive, y'know.. | liked /#.. when 


it happened.." he mumbled the most sincere answer and | smiled at him, content. 


" Well, I'm happy you don't find me ..repulsivel" and we both chuckled. 


| wanted to grab him by his wrists and pull him closer because he looked adorable when he smiled. But that 
would seem weird in a crowded rock bar in the heart of Helsinki, considering who he was, so | stuck to laughing 
with him, gazing at him, feeding off the sweetness of his smile. 


Then his laughter subsided, and he blushed again 

" Are you sunburnt, Laiho? There's barely a midnight sun in the sky." | teased him and he waved me off 
" Stop it! You make me blush" 

"| didn't think you were shy" 

" Well, | am and now you know’ 


"You are beautiful. Really, very beautiful." | started flirting with him as if he was a girl | wanted to seduce, 
and he blushed even more. 


" Ooohh... Stop.. But you are beautiful, too." he admitted and peeked timidly into my eyes with dilated pupils so 
that his blue irises were diminished to luminous ringlets around two deep abysses. The abyss of his soul. 
"Really, really beautiful.. Skdn.", he translated in Swedish and | grinned. 


" You don't have to say it in Swedish to seduce me!" 
" Jag önskar dg.. #^ he continued in my language, so | replied: 
" Jag, också.. Så mycke.. 3 


" Ok.. Skal vi då.? *® he proposed with a naughty gleam in his eyes and stubbed out his cigarette in the 
ashtray. 


| followed him out, bewitched, brainless - brain-dead. 


We ended up in his apartment, having sex all night long, and it was heaven. Alexi was relentless, without any 
inhibitions, insatiable, willing to experiment with every whim and position, as long as | remained erect for him. 
He wanted me to be rough and fuck him brutally, like an animal, on all fours. | obeyed since that's what got 
him off. Not that | didn’t like it.. And then he wanted me to make love to him slowly and affectionately, holding 
him in my arms, kissing him and caressing him and telling him sweet nothings while drowning in his magnetizing 
eyes. He elicited my masculine, decisive side and all | wanted was to see him impaled on my rigid dick, rejoicing 
and exploiting every single centimeter | offered him. He was so beautiful in utter surrender, his mouth open, 
his eyes heavy-lidded, so vulnerable yet formidable - a dominating presence, even in a submissive role! | 


couldn't get enough of him. To hold him from his delicate hip bones and take him deeply was so overwhelming, 


that | thought I'd die in his bed - but I'd die a happy man! 


It was fairly late - or early - and we were lying next to each other naked and sticky, sharing a joint. We were 
completely exhausted and the smoke further dulled our senses. No way was | driving back home in this 
condition. Alexi was cuddling in my arms, occasionally dozing off and | simply adored him. What kind of creature 
was he, after all? 


| needed some refreshing air, so | got up and stood by the window that overlooked the street, not caring about 
being seen stark naked, showing my assets to the passersby like a perv. | needed to clear my mind of his 
chaotic influence and | wanted to digest the facts. | lit a cigarette and blew the smoke out satisfied, unable to 


suppress my enthusiasm. 


And then, | saw him: an obscure figure in the front seat of a car that was parked strategically on the opposite 
side of the street. Despite the darkness, | could feel his glare, two smoldering embers piercing me maliciously. 
He was lurking in the shadows, stalking us. Alone. Where was his presumed blonde girlfriend? How pathetic. | 
scoffed at the thought and stretched out my body purposefully, for him to watch my state of undress. Shove 
it in his face. Now you know, dick! 


" This window has a nice view, Laiho.." | said casually and it seemed that my voice woke Alexi up from his 


slumber. 


" Dude... | don't wanna talk about design and architecture. | hate architecture right now.." he slurred and 


rubbed his eyes. 
"Oh, OK." | think Janne was interested in architecture. 


Not long afterwards, his phone started to ring. Persistently. Judging by the time - four after midnight - that 
could only be one person: Janne. And it was him, no doubt. The shadowy figure in the parked car was hunching 
over the pale luminance of what resembled a cell phone. He was audacious, calling him while watching me, 


watching him. 


" Uh.. the phone-?" Alexi mumbled unable to organize his thoughts in something that made sense. | felt like 
helping him out of the awkward situation. 


"It's him, isn't it?" and Alexi nodded guiltily. "Go forth and answer that..." 

" But.. 

" It's OK, dude. Like | don't know how you feel about him." | faked nonchalance, but gloated spitefully, adding 
silently "Yeah, go fell hm that you miss him, while he's watching us fuck, and expect him fo come begging you on 
his knees." OK, that was mean, so | pursed my lips, still glowering at the hunched figure in the car, unable to 


decide whether | hated or pitied him. 


"Yeah, but he also said that-" 


" Alexi, don't be stupid! Go pick up that phone! It doesn't matter what he said!" 
" Oh, really? You think so?" 


"What matters is how you feel for him." | said with an assuring tone, mostly to convince myself. What | really 


wanted was to hurl a flower pot at Janne and smash his head. 


Why did that asshole call him now, today of all days? To hell with him! Suddenly | wanted to shut that window 
and take Alexi from behind, on all fours, violently. However, | pressed myself to contain my frustration, 
because Alexi needed my support, that it was OK that he was still in love with fucking Janne, even though he 
had been fucking with me all night long. Who said that human beings were a civilized species? | sniggered. 


" Lame, huh?" he added in a self-deprecating manner, unaware of my inner turmoil. 


" | wouldn't say so. It somehow makes sense to me. Or, maybe | should fuck you some more to come to your 
senses, seeing how stupid you can be sometimes.." | stated confidently and turned my back to the window. | 
walked in his direction with steady footsteps and back onto the bed. | threw my body over him, sliding between 
his slack legs, pulling him into a hungry kiss. He responded, with a naughty smile. "Or, maybe call him back in a 


few minutes.." | whispered in his ear, while | was grinding my crotch over his, meaningfully. 


" Yeah... that makes more sense.. Although it might be inappropriate!" he giggled as he was taking his position 
to indulge me. 


" Why inappropriate? Are you still together?" | faked ignorance. "Perhaps he's just fucked his girlfriend and 
thought about his poor, old ex-. So..2" 


" Oh... You've convinced me." he leant in and kissed me. 
The sun was already casting its first beams into the room, making Alexi's pale skin gleam pink and supple, while 
he was riding my dick, eager and focused on reaching his climax. The sight filled me with unexpected positivity. 


We came languorously together, a few minutes later, completely worn out. 


" You know, you are a kind guy, Mathias.. So magnanimous!" he said and snuggled into my embrace for a brief 


nap. 


" Magnanimous? | think your vocabulary sucks, Mr. Laiho! You could say.. submissive? Pathetic? Horny? 
Vindictive.." and he smiled at me. 


Maybe he didn't know what vindictive meant. 


| pulled him into my arms tighter, and soon all the lights went out. My consciousness sank into the depths of 
sleep, yielding my body up to Morpheus’ whims. 


When | woke up again, | was all alone in his apartment. To my astonishment, the sun was already heading 
westwards. | had been sleeping for over eight hours, non-stop. My body felt relaxed and replenished and | was 


happy, for some reason. Too many endorphins in my system... 


| made myself at home; took a shower and put on MY clothes - yeah, clean and fresh by Alexi's mom. 
Explored the place a little bit, touched his famous guitars on their stands, in a row. There was a piece of paper 
with Alexi's handwriting, lying on the countertop of the kitchen, next to the coffee maker. | put some coffee on, 
lit a cigarette, and started to read: 


"Hey, good morning? Make yourself a coffee and eat whatever is edible here. There is chocolate cake in the fridge! 
| dont like chocolate, but its supposed to be good! | had to go - you know.. You looked so serene while you were 
sleeping, that | wanted to fuck you. But don't take it as a promise, ‘cos | suck! Thanks for last night. | kinda love you 
(do | sound lke a jerk?) But who knows..? | meant everything yesterday, | swear! Wish me luck! Alla" 


That note put a smile on my face. A jerk.. Then what was |? Well, being honest and acknowledging the shitty 
behavior without really trying to avoid it, relinquishes people of all their responsibility, right? But that was 
Allu: baffled, shy, spontaneous, good-hearted, and horny. Janne was a lucky man - or, was he? Affiliating with 
a tornado of clashing emotions and random reactions. Maybe | should pity the man after all. But, in all truth, | 


envied him for possessing the heart of such a wondrous wildling. 


The next time | saw him, the Children of Bodom were playing live in Helsinki. He had texted me that he would 
put me on his guest list. Mikael and Samuli wanted to join me for the concert, and | didn't protest. It was 
November already and Alexi and | hadn't really spoken that much, not to mention doing anything else. But it 
didn't really hurt, somehow the intensity of my attraction had dissipated. Dissipated - not vanished, mind me. | 
had persuaded myself not to expect anything and had delved into my feelings on that premise. Not meeting him 
helped, undoubtedly. 


The presence of my band members was a welcome counterbalance to any resurfacing feelings | might have 
for Laiho. Their relentless teasing and aggressive ..techniques had diminished, eventually. They still pranked me, 
but it was different, on a funny, friendly level. | think they had all started to accept me in the band and to 
value my efforts. | hoped that | wasn't regarded as the cute façade of our band. | started contributing 


musically as well, which revived my interest in what we were doing and nourished my confidence. 


Samuli had never forced me again, since Wacken. He was escorted by a beautiful young lady at the concert, so 
his eyes were strictly focused on her and not on his friends or his male-whore. It must have been a new 
acquaintance because we had never seen her before and he hadn't said anything about her. He cast me a 
furtive, meaningful glance, to keep quiet, and | silently nodded. OK, what else could | do? Make a pass at him, in 


front of all those people? | mean, come on.. In all honesty, | mentally sighed in relief. 


And then | noticed Alexis and Janne's rekindled chemistry on stage, and my heart ached. Cold sweat gathered 
at my nape, and my hands started to tremble, witnessing the exchange of overflowing love and explosive 
energy between them. They were playing only for the moments of musical unison and wordless dialogue. Alexi 
marched the stage with confident strides and a dominant presence, despite his tiny stature. However, every 
time he approached the perched platform of his keyboardist and leant against his protective chest for one of 
those magical, double solos, he would diminish to a naughty boy who craved all the affection of the world. The 
way he melted for Janne left no room for doubt or hope. They belonged to each other, and they looked 
beautiful. Jealousy made my guts twist, but | resisted the pain! No, | wouldn't let it affect mel | wouldn't let it 
affect me, | said! He was happy! | had no part in that. Maybe | had contributed a tiny bit, but my role was 
over, and | should be proud of myself that | did something right in my life. 


Well... Kind of.. 


| lit a cigarette and sipped my beer. | noticed Mikael staring at me intensely as if he had read my thoughts and 
recognized my behavioral symptoms. He seemed to be feeling compassion for me. Great. | grinned at him, 
making the horns with my hands, and started headbanging to "Are you dead yet", which was playing at that 


moment. | wanted to growl along with Alexi, for sure. 


" | saw you, dude! Thanks for coming!" Alexi told me after their show when he and his mates had mingled with 


the crowd for a beer. Janne was two steps behind him, keeping a safe distance and a vigilant eye. 


A VERY vigilant eye. Unbeknownst to Alexi, he was glaring at me and | couldn't help grinning smugly at him, as 
the CoB frontman was leaning into my ear to talk to me. Alexi couldn't have any visual contact with the mute 
communication between his two consorts. Janne squinted at me, as Alexi was blabbering incessantly way too 

close to me, his face buried in my hair. | put an affectionate hand around his small shoulders as if to protect 


him from the lingering malice. 


The situation was hilarious. | wanted to taunt the keyboardist and discreetly | flipped him, as | was fondling 
Alexi with my hand on his back. Janne snapped. He came closer and reached for my other ear, feigning a 
friendly approach. 


" Fuck you. He is mine!" he muttered curtly and | sneered. 


" | know. But | am the other one. And you know that. | bet it hurts.." | delivered in his ear, only for him. | 


couldn't keep my dignity anymore; | surrendered to the lowest of human instincts. 


Janne gaped at me astonished by my audacity. He didn't expect me to talk back to him. Our eyes locked in a 
meaningful, menacing stare so foreboding that the music and the noise of the people around us were all of a 
sudden silenced. Even Alexi had stopped talking to me and was holding his breath, ogling us with eyes wide open 
and dread paling his beautiful face. 


" You are?" Janne spat, bile dripping from his every word. "Oh, for real?" 


" At least | know how to fuck him! For real. But you already know that, too!" 


„And then, | was lying on the filthy floor of the venue, on my back, among cigarette buds and plastic glasses, 
dizzy and befuddled, with a nagging sensation spreading from my nose to my brain and neck, and mouth. My 
ears were ringing, distorting every possible sonar stimulus. Above and all around me popped the stunned - no, 


appalled! - faces of the crowd, staring frozen, watchers of the unraveling debacle between the keyboardist of 


CoB and the frontman of Finntroll. Cute. 
| couldn't quite fathom how a typical, word exchange between males could bring about such a tumult. 


| realized the weight on my abdomen and noticed Janne's infuriated face hovering ominously above me as he 
was straddling my body, pinning me on the floor, in preparation for another blow. | didn't have the time to 
ponder it - the weight shifted and he landed another punch in my face that sent my nose to hell. The bloody 


eruption tinted my face red. 
" Fuck off, you son of a bitch! Damn youl" he hissed hatefully. | am sure everybody heard him. 


In slow motion, Samuli and Mikael's faces emerged within my line of view, staring puzzled, and a bit worried 
about the unexpected turn of the otherwise joyous evening. Ready to intervene, in case the circumstances 
asked for it. | could see the questions formulate on their lips, even though my hearing was momentarily 
suspended. Alexi was pulling Janne by the armpits, in his vain attempt to dislodge his heavier and bulkier 
boyfriend from me. His mouth was contorted in shapes of awe, probably phrasing deterring words and curses. | 
hadn't seen him so agitated before. Usually, he was moaning in ecstasy - not in horror! Other people came to 
his assistance; his fellow bandmembers. Welcome, guys! Henkka and Jaska helped to pull Janne off me, saving 
me in a way, from the worst. It was like a movie. Gradually, my hearing was restored and | was able to discern 
the yelps and gasps from the people around me. One word particularly struck out: "police" - repeated by 


numerous mouths. 


Not the police, Christ... For fuck's sake, not the police! Normally | would think, Fuck the police®?, but then a 


Swedish death-n-roll song came to mind, more fitting for the occasion: 
Remember your face, 

the nose you were born with, 

it won't look the same as it recently dd 

A punch on your mouth, 


both eyelids turn blue, 


the Rock-n-Roll patrol has rearranged you.. x 

Let's honor something Swedish, yay! Mustering all my courage, | leaped up and lunged towards Janne, serving 
him a bountiful set of consecutive blows to his face. It took him a few seconds to respond, but eventually 
followed my lead with extra menace, adding kicks to his set among others! 


Yeah, male pride.. If we should go down, and end up in the police station, let's go all the way - and enjoy it! 


The end 


> 


